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The Prologue. 

Chorus* 

*Wo boufholds both alike in dignity, 
(InfaireVetonz,wbere we lay our Scene) 
From ancient grudge breake to new mutiny , 
where civill blood makes civill hands uncle ane» 
From forth the fat all loines ofthefe two foes 
A paireofftarre-crofi lovers take their life, 
whofemifadventur’d piteous overthrowes 
Doth with their death hurie their Parents firife. 
The fearef ull pajfage of their death-markt love , 
And the continuance of their Parents rage, 
which but their childrens end nought could remove. 
Is now the two houres trafficke of our Stage j 
The which if you with patient ear es attend, 
what here fhall mijft •, our toyle fhaS firive to mend . 
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THE MOST EXCEL. 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiftorie of R o m e o and 



Ju 



L I E T. 



Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swords and Buckler s> 
of the Houfe o/CapuIet. 

J&^Amp. Gregorie , on my word wee’ll not carrie 
^fjcoalcs. 

Vg, Greg. No, for then we ftiould be Colliers. 

Samp . I meane,and we be in choler wee’ll draw. 
i gre g. I, while you live draw your nedee out of the 

collar. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moved. 

greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Samp. A doggeof the houfe o P Mount ague moves me. 

Greg. To move is to ftirre , and to be valiant is to ftand. 
Therefore if thou art moved thou runn’ft away 
Samp. A doggeof that houfe fhall move me to ftand- 
1 wil! take thewallof anv man or maide of Mount awes. 

tbt£'&5 tnce a weake flave , for the weakeftgoes 

Samp. ’Tis trite, and therefore women being the weaker m' 
lels are ever tbntft to the wall : therefore I 

Greg. The heads of the maids! 

Sump, 







Tbemoft lamentable Tragedy . 

Sam}- I> the heads of the maidesjor their maiden-heads, take 
it in what fenfc thou wilt- . 

Greg. They muft take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Mee they fhall feele while I am able to ftand 5 and ‘tis 
knowne I am a pretty pieeeof flefh, 

Greg. ’Tiswell thouart not fifh ; ifthouhadft, thou hadft 
beenepcorejohn: draw tbytoole, here comes ofthchoufe of 
Mount agues * 

Enter two other Servingmen . . 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrel!, I will backc thee. 
Greg. How, turne thy backe and runne ? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie,I feare thee ! 

Samp . Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin. 

Greg, I will frown as I pafleby,& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they darerl will bite my thumb at them, which 
is a dilgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at ns fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? 

Samp. Ts the law on our fide if I fay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my.thumbe at you fir, but Lbite 
tny thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doe you quarrell fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you doe fir , I am for you , I ferve as good a man 
as you. 

tAbra.\$o better. 

Samp, W ell fir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my Matters kiniinen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. Yon lie. 

Samp .Draw, if you be men , Gregory remember thy fwafhing 
blow. They fight. 

Ben. Parc fooles,put up your fwords, you know not what you 

doe. 

Enter 



0/ Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter Tibalt. 

7 i'&*/r.What?art thou drawne among thele heartlefie hindes? 
Turne thee Benvolio , Iooke upon thy death . 

Ben. 1 doe but keepe the peace, put up thy fword, 

Or mannage it to part thde men with me. 

Tib. Whatdrawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 

A s I hate hell, all Mountagues, and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or partifans. 

'Offi. Clubs, bills, and partifans, ftrike, beat them dovvnc 
Downe with the Capulets,d owne with the Mountagues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gowne, and his Wife. 

(fap. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I lay, old Mount ague is come. 

And flourilhes his blade in Ipight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Mom. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me not, let me goe. 
M.wife a. Thou fhalt not ftir one foot to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his trainei 
Prince. Rebellious fubje&s, enemies to peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour-ftained fteele. 

Will they nor heare ? what hoe, you men, you beaftsj 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple founraioes ifluing from yourveines. 

On paine oftorture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper ’d weapons to the ground, . 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our ftreets, . 

And made V erona's ancient Citizens 
Calf by their grave befeerning ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in harrtls as old, 

Oancred with peace, to part your cancred hate : 

It ever you difturb our ftreets againe, 

YoiIr Ilves Ml pay the forfeit ofthe peace. 

3 Fov 














The moft lamentable Tragedy 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You (fapulet (hall goe along with me, 

An d Mount ague come you this afcernoone, 

To know our f urther pleafure in this cafe. 

To old Free-Tovvne,our common judgement place. 

Once more on paine of death all men depart. 

. Exeunt. 

Mount. Who fet this ancient quarrell new abroach ? 

Speake Nephew, were you by when ic began ? 

Ben. Here were the fervants of your adverfary 
And yours dole fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them, in theinftant came 
The fiery Tib alt with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall,hifs’d him in icorne : 

W hile we were enterchanging thrufts and blowes. 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Wife. O where is Borneo, law you him to day ? 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt funne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled minde drave me to walke abroad. 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That W eftward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did 1 fee your Sonne : 

Tow’rcfshiml made ; but he was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

I meafuring his affeiftions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought where moft might not be found. 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfiling his. 

And gladly fhunn’d , who gladly fled from me. 

M omt. Many a morning hath he there been feene; 

With teares augmenting the frefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighes. 

But 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

But all fo foone as the al 1 cheering Sunne 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadie curtaines from Aurora s bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heavie ionne, 

And private in his chamber pens himfelfe. 

Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blackeand portendous mud this humour prove, 

Unlefle good counfell may the caufe remove. 

Ben. My noble unkle doe you know the caufe ? 

Moan. I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any meanes ? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he his owne affeif ions Counfellor 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret ana fb clofe. 

So farre from founding and difcovery. 

As i s the bud bit with an envious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his fweet leaves to the ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame : 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 

We would as willingly give cure as know* 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where he comes; fo pleafe you rtep afide, 

’He know his grievance or be much deni’d. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy flay. 

To heare true fhrift : Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt. 

Benvol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Bern. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. Baemcw ftrooke nine. 

Bom. Ay me, fad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadneffe lengthens Bomeos houres ? 

^£». Not having that, which having makes them fhorc. 

Ben. in love? 

Bgm. Out. 

Btn. Of love? ^ 




!III|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|IIII|INI|IIII|IIII|IIII 



mm 10 20 30 40 50 60 70 80 











The mo ft lamentable Tragedy 

"Rom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas that love 16 gentle in his view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe / 

Rom. Alas that love, whole view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes lee pathwayes to his will ! 
Where fhall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

Here’s much to doe with hate, but more with love : 
Why then O brawling love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie lightnefle , ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaosof well feeming formes > 

Feather of lead,brightfaoke, cold fire, ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe,that is not what it is. 

This love feele I, that feele no love in this* 

Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts opprelfion. 

Rom. Why luch is ldiies tranlgreflion. 

Griefes of my owne lye heavie in my bread. 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
W ith more of thine : 'this love that thou haft fhowne. 
Doth adde more griefe to too much of mine owne. 
Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes, 

Being purg’d, a fire Iparkling in lovers eyes ; 
Beingvext,afea nourifht with loving teares : 

What is it elfe ? a madnelfe mod difcreet, 

A choking gall,and a preferring fvveet. 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me fo you doe me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here. 

This is not ‘Romeo, hee’s feme other where. 

Ren. Tell me in iadnefle, who is that you love ? 
Rom. What ? ftiall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but ladly tell me who. 






of Romeo and Juliet 

‘Vom. Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will : 

» word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill : 
tn fadnefle coufin I doe love a woman. 

1 Ben. l aym’d fo neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Rom- Aright good marke-man : and fhee’sfaire I love. 

Ben. A right fairc marke, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit you mifle ; ftiee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Dians wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childilh bow fhee lives uncharm'd : 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving tearmes. 

Nor bide th’ incounter of affailing eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to Saint feducing gold : 

O (he is rich in beauty, onely poore. 

That when (he dyes, with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworne that (lie will ftill live chaff- 

R$m. Sheehath, andin that fparing makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire. 

To merit bliffe by making me delpaire : 

She hath fbrfworne to love, and in that vow, 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel lit now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke 

Ben. By giving libertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Rom. ’Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more ; 
Tbefe happy Maskes that kiffc faire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke, put us in minde they hide the fairc : 

He that is ftrucken blindc cannot forget 
The precious treafere of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is pamng faire, 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a note. 

Where I may read who paft that pafling faire? 

Farewell, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Be». ’He pay that doctrine, or elfe dye in debt. Exeunt. 

B Enter 
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The *»oft lamentable Tragedy 
Enter CtpnW, County Pari?, and the Ctewne, 

Cap. And Mountagne is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and cis not hard , I thinke, 

For men fo old as Vve to keep the peace. 

Par Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’tis you liv’d at ods fo long, 

But now my Lord what fay you to my flute ? 

Cap. But laying o’re what 1 have faidbefore: 

. My childe is yet a Granger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the change offourteene yeeres 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere vve may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Paris . Younger than fbeare happy mothers made. 

Qap. And too foone mar’d are thole fo early made : 
The earth hath fyvallow’d all my hopes but Ihe, 

She is the hopefull Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gentle 'Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her confent isbut a part; 

And flie agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lyes my confent, and faire according voice. 

Thi s night I hold an old aceuftomed feaft, 

W hereto I have invited many a gueft. 

Such as I love, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moll welcome) makes my number more : 
At my poore houfe looke ro behold this night, 

Earth treading ftarres,that make darke heaven light t 
Sjich comfort as doe jufty young men feeie, 

When well appareld <tApril on the heele 
Of limping winter treads j even foch delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, all lee. 

And like her moft whofe merit moft fhall be : 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May ftand in number, though in reekning none. 

Come, goe with me; goe firrah, trudge about. 
Through faire V non a , finde thofe perfons out, 

W hefe names prewritten there,and to them fay. 
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of Romeo and Juliet.* 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafure flay* 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard , and the 
raylervvith his Laft, the fi flier with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets. But I am fent to finde thole perfons whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguifh : 

Turne giddy , and be holpe by backward turning, 

Onedelperate gride cures with anothers Ianguifh : 

Take thou fome new infe&ion to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of theold will dye. 

Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. W hy Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prifon, kept without my food, 

W hipt and tormented, and Goddengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? 

Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery . 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. I, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye fey hcneftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter, 

CEigneur Martino, and his wife & daughter s;CountyAnfelmc 

Uandhts beauteous ftfiers ; the Lady widdow o/UtrOvio,^V- 

Z M y ^enttosndhis lovely Neeces- Mercutio and his brother 

Jenmeiww/f Capul et,his wife and daughters-, my fane 

T , !T K ° 5 / ne f IV, , a; '* ei Z neur VaIentio ,and his couftn Tibalt ; 
Lucjo 3 and the lively > Helena, 

A faire affembly, whither fhould rhey come ? 

B 2 Ser. 
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Tbewoft lamentable Tragedy 

Scy. Up. 

•Rom. Whither? to Tapper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Rom. Whole houfe? 

Ser, My Mafters. 

Rom. Indeed I {hould have askt you that before- 

Str. Now lie tell you without asking : My Mafter is the 
great rich C applet, & if you be not of the houfe of Mount agues, 

I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben. At this fame ancient feaft of ('apulets. 

Sups thefaire Rofaline whom thou lb loveft. 

With all the admired beauties of V erona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with lome that I fhall (hew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow, 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood , then turne teares to fire, 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye,- 
Transparent Heretickes be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love / th’ all- feeing Sun 
Ne're faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you law herfaire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye t 
But in that Chryftall fcales let there be waigh d> 

Your Ladies love againft fome other maide 
That I will fhew you fhining at this feaft. 

And fhe fhall fcant fhew well that now fbevves beft. 

'Rg.Ile goe along no fuch fighttobefhowne. 

But to rejoice in fplendor of mine owne. 

Capulets Wife and Nurfe, 

Wife. Nurfe, where’s my daughter? call her forth to mee. 

Nurfe. New by my maidenhead at twelve yeeres old I had 
her eome,what Lamb, what I,ady-bird>Godfor bid : 

Where's this Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

fuli. How now ? who calls ? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother. 

Juli. Madam I am here, what is your will ? 

mfi. 

■ L 



e fK omeoW Juliet. 

w ft Thisis the matter. Nurfe give leave a white , we muft 
Hnfecret Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
[hou’fe heare our counfell.Thou know’ftmjrdaughter's ofa pret- 

ty Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre. 
mfe. Shee’s not foureteene. v 

Nurfe. ' Ilelay fourteene of my teeth ,a»dyeyto my teeneb't it 
fpoken, i have but four e,jhee‘s notfoureteene> ; - w 

How long is it now to Lammas tide ? 
wife.K fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd y o fall dates in tbeyeer come Lammas 
at night (had fhe he fourteen. Sulan and fhe,God reft all Chriftian- 
foulesyvere of an age. IVclt^ Sufain is with God, fhe was too good for 
me. But, as Tfaid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall fhe be fourteen, 
then fhall fhe e marry , / remember it well. *Tis fince the Earth- 
quake nova eleven yeeres ; and fhe was weandj never fhall for get 
it, of all the dayes, in theyeere upon that day : for / had.then laid \ 
yv or mew oo d to my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall: myLordand you were then at Mantua , nay I doe beare a 
braine.But>as I faidyvhen it didtafie the wormewood on the nipr 
fie of my dug i and felt it bitter , pretty foole to fee it teachie 3 and 
fall out with phe dug : Shake quoth fhe dopf-hojifeftwas no need 
I trow fo^bidme trudge rand fine* that time? it is eleven y ceres, 
for then (he could ft and alone, nay by th * rood fhe e could have run 
andwadleda/t about :fqr even the day before fhe broke her brow y 
and then my hushand y God be with his foyle, a was a merry man, 
took^up the child ye a, quoth he,doeft thou fall upon thy face 7 , thote 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou not Jule ? 
and by my holidam phe pretty wretch left crying and faidj : to 
fee now how a jeft fhall come about. I warrant and Ifhalllive a 
thoufandyceresf never (hould forget it vwilt thou notjule, quoth 
he ? and pretty foole it flint ed and fa id,. I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. f f 
Nurfe. Tes Madamyet l cannot chufe but laugh, to thinke it 
Should leave crying and fay y I>&yet / warrant it had on it brow a 
bump as big as ayoung cockyels ftone,a perilous kriock .& it cried 
bitterly : yea^quoth my hu/band, fa/ft upon thy face, thou wilt fall 

B 3 — backj 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 
backward when thou comm [l to age, wilt then not Jule? .hfh H , 
ted and f aid I. 

Jttli. And flint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, (ay I. 

Nurfe. Peace, I have done: God marke thee to hts grace., thou 
wafi the frettiefi babe that ere I nurfb , and / might live to fee 
thee married once , / have my wtfh. 

Old La. Mary that fnatry is the very Theame 
I came to talkeof : tell me daughter Juliet, 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married ? 

Jalt. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. yin houre ! were not lonely Nurfe , / would fay thou 
hadfi fdckt thy wifdome from thy teat. 

Old Lowell, tbinke OfMarriage now, younger thah you 
Here in Verona , Ladies of efleeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count : 

I was your motbef ihuch upon chele yeares - •>» 

That yubar'e notv a maide: thus then inbriefe. 

The valiant 7^^ feekes you forbis love. 

Nurfe. A mart young Lady, Lady, fuch a man at allthe world, 
Why hie' s a man of w axe. 

Old La. Verona s Summer hath not fitch a flower. "> 

Nurfe. Nay hee'saflower, in faith a very flower. : <• "■ 

Old La. What fay you? can you love the Gentleman? 

This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o’re tne volume of young Paris face, 

Andfinde delight writ therewith beauties pen, 

Examine every feverall lineament. 

And fee how one another lends content : 

And what obfcur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover, 

Tobeautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

The fifh lives in the fea, and *tis much pride. 

For faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth fliare the glory. 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So Ihall you fliare all that he doth poflefle, 

• By 
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Bv having him, making your fclfe no lefle. 
y Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by 



men. 



Old La Speake briefly, can you like of Paris love? 

Jnli. l’le looke to like, if looking liking move. 

But nomoredeepe will I endart mine eye, _ 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. Enter fervmg. 

Serving. Madam, the guefts are come, (upper ferv’d up, you 
calld, my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe curft in the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity : I muft hence to wait, I befeech 

you follow ftrait. 1 : 

Mo. We follow thee : Juliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe girle/feeke happy nights to happy dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benvolio,»»/f£ five or fixe other 
Maskers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What ? (hall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or fhall we* on without Apology ? 

Ben. The date is out o( fuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Opu/hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaririg the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch , I am not for this ambling. 

Being but heavie I will beare the light- t>v; cl 

Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I believe me, you have dancing (hooes 
W ith nimble foies ; I have a (oule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a Lover , borrow f'upids wings. 

And fore with them above a common bound* 

Rom. Iamtoofore enpearced with his fliaft, ■ w. 

To foare with his light feathers ; and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, -j . 

Under loves heavie burthen doe I finke- 
Mer . And to flnke in it fliould you burthen love, 

Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Romeo* 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

Top. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 

Too rude, too boittcrous, and it prickes like thorne. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downe. 

Give me a cale to put my vilage in, 

A viforior a vifor .• what care I > \- 
Whac curious eye doth quote deformities, 

Here are the beetle- browes fhallblufTi for me. 

Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rom. A torch, for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenfelefle rallies with their heeles , 

Por i am proverb’d with a graunfire phrafe. 

Tie be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was ne’relo faire , and I am dun. 

^r.Tut.dunsthe monfe,the Conftables owne word ; 

If thou art dun wee’ll draw thee from the mire : 

Orfave you reverence love', wherein thou ftickeft 
Up to the eares liorrie we burne day-light ho. 

Rom. That’s not lo. ,nr, ■ 

Mer. I meane fir in delay, 

Wewafteour lights in vaine, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits, 

Five times in that, e’re once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Mask, 

But ’tis no.wic to goo. 

Mer. Why, may oneaske? 

Rom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And lb did I. \ "ti; 

Rom.Wdl, what was yours if* nod •; 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Rom. In bed afieepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I (eeQueene Mab hath been with you : 

Shee is the Fairies Midwife, and fhee comes in fhape no bigger 
than an Agatftone,on the fore-finger of an Alderman, drawne 
with a teeme of little atomies , over mens nofes as they ly ea “ 
fleep,her waggon Ipokes made of long fpinners legges, the cover 
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of the wings of gralhoppers, her traces of the fmalleft Ipiders 
web, her collers of the moon-fhines watry beames , her whip of 
Crickets bone, the Iafhof Philome, her waggoner a imall gray 
coated Gnat, nothalfelobiggeasaround little vwrme prickt 
from the lazie finger of a man, her chariot is an emptieHafell 
nut, made by the Joyner Squirrell or old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coach- makers : and in this ftate fhee gallops night 
by night through lovers braines , and then they dreame of love : 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame bn Curf es ftrait $ ore Lawyer* 
-fingers, who ftrait dreame on fees ; o're Ladies lips, who ftrait on 
iiffes dreame ; which oft the angry Mab with blitters plagues, 
bccauletheir breath with iweet meates tainted are : fometimes 
fheegallopso’re a Courtiers nofe, and then dreames he offinel- 
ling out afait; and fomecime comes fhe with a tithe-pigs taile, 
tickling a Parfons nofe as a liesafleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice ; fometime fheedrivetho'rea louldiers necke, 
andthen dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches, 
ambufcadoes, Spapilh blades, ofhealths five fadome deep , and 
then anon drums in his eare , at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againer 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the night, 
and bakes the Elflockes in foulc flottifih haires , which once un- 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maides ly on their backes. 

That prelfes them, and learnes them firft tobeare, 

Making them women ofgood carriage r 
This is fhee. 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mer cut io peace. 

Thou talkft, of nothing. 

Mer. True , I talke ofdreames , 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie. 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more unconftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofome of the North ; 

And being angred, puffes away from thence, 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

C 
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Them: ft Untenable Tragedy 
“Ben This wind you talke of blowcs us from out fiSvcSj 

Supper is done, and we (hall come toolate. 

Rom. I feare too early, for my mind rmfle-gives. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres, 

Ofa defpifed life clos’d in my breaft, 

Bvfomevile forfeit of untimely death- 

But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe, 

Dire<Sf my fute : on lufty Gentlemen., 

Ben. Strike Drum. . 

The] march. about the Staged Servtngmtn come 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo- 

Ser. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take away|? 

He fhift a Trencher ? he (crape a Trencher ? 

V when good manners (hall lye all in one or two mens. 

hands,and they unwalht too, ’tis a fbule thing- 

Ser. Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou Cave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as thou loves mee let the Porter let in Stefan Grind-pne , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

Ser. You are lookt for and cald for, askt for and fought for in 
the^reat^chamber-e ^ ^ there t oo, chearly boyes. 

Be briske a while, and the longer liver take all. 

cx^yint* 

Enter alltheguefts and Gentlewomen to - 1 

the Maskers. 

i . Tap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Miftrefles, which of you all . 

Will now deny to dance ? (he that makes daintie. 

She Tie fwear hath Cornes: am I come neare you now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have (een the day 
That 1 have worne a V ifor, and could tell 
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A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies care. 

Such as would pleafe : ’tis gone,’tis gone, tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen : come Muhtians play. 

Muftckeplayet , and they dance . 
^ hall, a hall, give roome, and foot it girles. 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up. 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah.this unlookt for (port comes well. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capnlet, 

For you and I are paft our dancing dayes : 

How long iff now fince iaft your (elfe and I 
Were inaMake? 
a« Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1 . Cap. What man?’tis not fo much/tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiallof hucientto : 

ComePentecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we maske. 

2 . Cap. ’Tis more, ’us more, his (onne is elder fir, 
Hisfonneis thirty. 

i . Cap. W ill you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a W ard two yeeres agoe. 

Torn. W hat Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Tom. O (he doth teach the torches to bume bright : 
It feemes lhe hangs upon the cheeke of night. 

As arichjewell in an yfithiops eare. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : 

So (hewes afnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes (howes : 

The meafure done. Tie watch her place offtand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forlweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice ftiould be a Mountague, 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the (lave. 

Come hither cover'd with an antique face, 

Ca 
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Tbemft UmentaVle Tragedy 

To fleere and fcorne ac our folemnity ? 

Now by the ftocke and honour of my kin. 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap .Why how now kinfman ? wherefore ftorme you lb r 
Tib. Uncle this is a Mount ague our foe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpight, .< 

To fcorne at our folemnity this night* 

Cap. Young Tomeo , is it V 
Tib. ’Tis he, that villaine T&meo. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone* 

A beares him like a portly Gentleman, 

And to lay truth Verona brags of him, 
Tobeavertuousandwell govern’d youth ; 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him dilparagement : 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will , the which ifthou refpeft, A 

Shew a faire prelence, and put oft'thde frownes. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine is agueft, 

I’le not endure him. 

Cap. He (hall be endured, 

What goodman boy, I fay he fir all, goe too. 

Am I the Matter here or yon ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God fhall mend my foule, 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guetts. 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you’il be the man, 

T ib. W hy Uncle 'tis a lhame. 

Cap. Goe too, goe too. 

You are a faucy boy : iftlb indeed ? 

This trick may chance to foath you I know vvhat : 

You mutt contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

W ell laid my hearts : you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for lhame) 

I’le make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

.Patience perforce with wilful! cholcr meeting. 

Makes my flelh tremble in their different greetingV' (1 
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twill withdraw , but this intrufion (hall, 

Now feeming fweet, convert to bitter gall. 

If I profane with my unworthieft hand, 

Thishoiy lhrine,the gentle finne is this. 

My lips two blulhing Pilgrims ready ftand. 

To fmooth thattough touch with a render kifle. 

7«/.Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong-your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion (hcwes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kifle . 

AtfW.Have not Saints lips , and holy Palmers too ? 

?#/. I Pilgrim, Ups that they muff ufe in'Praver. 

Tom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pray, grant thou,Ieft faith turne to defpaire. 
fid. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers lake. 
Tom. Then move not while my prayers dfe<tt I take : 
Thus from my lips by thine my finne is purg’d. ’ ; _ 

Jul. Then havemy lips the finnethat they have tooke. 
Rom- Sin from my lips / O trefpafle Iweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. 

Jul . You kifle bithbooke. L'v v«u. : 

Nurfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you: 
Rom. What is her mother ? 

T(urfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe. 

And a good Lady,and a wife and vertubus : • 

I nurc’t her daughter that you talkt withal! : 

I tell you he that can lay hold ofher. 

Shall have the chinckes. 

Rom. Is fhe a Capttlet ? 

O deare account 1 mylife is my foes debt. 

Re». Away, be gone; the fport 'is. at the beft. 

Rom. I, Ib I feare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone. 

We have a rriflingjfoolifti banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? why-tnen I thanke you a 11, 

Ithanke youhoneft Gentlemerf/gobii night. 
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Themofi lamentable Tragedy 

More torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

A h firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 

'He to my reft. 

Jttli. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman } 

Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tyherio. 

Jul. What’s he that now is going ont of the doore ) 

Nurf. Many that I thinke be young P etrucheo. 

Jul. W hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance * . 
Nurfe. I know not. 

Jul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my weddingbed. 

T^urf. His name is Romeo, ana a Mi ountagtte. 

The onely fonne of your great enemy. 

Jul. My onely love fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene unknowne, and knowne too late: 

Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Nurf. What’stis ?what’stis? 

Jul. A Ryme I learnt even now 
Of*one I danc’t withall. 

One calls within Juliet; 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the ftrangersall are gone. 

Exemu 

Chorus. 

Now old defire doth in bis death-bed lye. 

And young affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That faire for which love groned and would dye, 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now 'Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes : 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves Iweet bait from fcarefull hooks. 

Being held a foe, he may not have accefle 
T o breath fuch vowes as lovers ufe to fweare: 

And fhe as much in love, her meanes much lefle. 

To meet her new beloved any where. 



r 



$f Romeo and Juliet. 

Ttrtt paflion lends them power, time meanes to meet, 

Erins extremities with extreme fweet. 

Temp™ D Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

1 EnterV>tmo\io w>*>AMercutio. 

Ben- Romeo, my Coufin Romeo, Romeo, 
jtfer, He is wife, and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed. 
j?«. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay He conjure too* ,0j : 

Borneo, humours, madam, paflion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Speake but one ryme and lam fatisfi’d ; 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dye> 

Speake to my Goflip Venus one faire WO tdj 
One nickname to her purblind fonne arid heire' 

Young Abraham Cupid, he that ftiot fo true. 

When King (fophetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He hearer h not, he ftirreth noc,he 'moveth noc, 

. « « m ~ aw* * /*\ * 
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The Ape is dead, and I muft cOnjure him : " 

I conjure thee by Ro/alines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh. 

And the demeane s that there adjacent Jye, " 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Be». And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a Ipiritin bis Miftrefle circle, 

OfTome ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
fill fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe, 

That were feme fpight. 

% invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miftrefle name, 
I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Be», Come , he hath hid himfelfc among thefetrees, 
o be conferred with the humorous night : 
inc * 18 bis love, and beft befits the darke. 

Mer. 
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The mo ft lamentable Tragedy 
Mer. Iflove be blind, love cannot hie the marke r 
No,v will he fit under a Medlar tree, 

Andwiflihis miftreffe were that kinde of fruit. 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that Ore were , O that die were 
An open and cat era, and thou a Poperin pearec 
Romeo good night, I’le to my Truccle-bed, 

, This field-bed is too cold for me to fleep : 

Come, fhall we goe ? 

Ben. Goe then , for 'tis in vaine to feeke him here, 

That meanes not to be found- Exeunt* 

Rorn. He jefts at fcarres that never felt a wound: 

But {oft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne : 

Arile faire ftnne, and kill theenvious moone, ; : 

W ho is already ficke and pale with griefe, 

That thou her maide art farre more faire than {he ? 

Be not her maide fince fhe is envious, • ; : rrar i 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and greene, __ A , 

And none but fooles doe weareit, caftitoff: - . 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that fhe knew fhe were*, 

She fpeakes, yet (he fayes nothing ; what of that ? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anlwere it : - , : : r 

1 am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe Ipeakes^ 

Two of the faireft ftarre&in allthe heaven* : 

Having (bme bufinelfe, doe v entreat her eyes 
Totwinckle in their fpheares till they returne: 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The bright nefie of her cheeke would fhame thole flats, 

As day- light doth a lampe ; her eye in heaven, : > 

Wouldthrough the ayrie region ftreamefo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinkeit were not nigh to 
Sec how fhe leanes her cheeke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch thac cheeke. 

Jul. Ay me. 

• Rom, She ipcakes. 
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of Romeo and Juliet 

Oh fpeake againe bright Angell], for thou art 
Ac Jorious to this night being o re my head. 

As is a winged meflenger of heaven 
Untothe white up-turned wondnng eyes 
ofmortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofomeof the Aire. 

jul. O Romeo JlomeowhevcSore art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but iworne my love. 

And ’Heno longerbe a Capulet. 
j>om. Shall I heare more ? or (hall I fpeake at this ? 
J#/.’Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a M ountague . 

What’s Mount ague f it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name ? That which we call a Role, 

By any other word would knell as fweet : 

$o Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retaine that deare perfection which he owes. 

Without that title : Romeo d’off thy name. 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my lelfe. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and ’He be new baptiz’d, - 
Hence-forth I never will be Romeo. 
jWlWbat man art thou, that thusbefereen’d in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfell ? 

RoEy a name, I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
% name deare Saint ishatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

cares have yet not dirunke a hundred wordy 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo ,and a Mount ague ? 

Rfim. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 



Jul. 
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The mofl lamentable tragedy 

y«/,Hovv cam’ll thou hither, tell me, and wherefore* 

The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering whothou art, 
Ifanyofmykinfmenfinde thee here. 

0^iw.With loves light wings did I ore-perch thele Walls*, 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can doe, that dares love attempt : 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jul. If they doe fee thee they will murther thee* 

Rom. Alack, there lyes more perill in thine eye. 

Than twenty oftheir (Words: looks thou but Iweetj 

And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

JhI. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 
r Rom.\ have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes,. 
And but thou love me let them finde me here ; 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Than death prorogued wanting of thy love. ^ 

JhI. By whole direftion found!! thou out this place ? 
•Ryn. By love that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counlell, and I lent him eyes, 
l am no Pilot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaft fhore walht with the fartheft lea, 

I Ihould adventure for fuch merchandife. 

JhI . Thou know’ll: the maske of night is on my face,, 
Elfe would a maiden blufhbepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard me Ipeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine deny 
W hat I have fpoke ; but farewell complement : 

Boeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

And I will take thy word » yet if thou fwear’ft,, 

Thou maift prove falfe : at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle Rome*, , 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think’ft I am too quickly wonne, , 

He frowne and be perverfe , and fay thee nay, , 

So thou wilt wooe , but elfe not for the world* ■, 
la truth SmtMtHntague Iamtoofbnd, 



And 



if Romeo at, 

And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light; . ’ . a* 

But truft me Gentleman-. I’le prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 

Ifliould have beene more ftrange, I muft confeUe, 

But that thou overheard!! ere I was ware 
My true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love. 

Which the darke night hath lbdifcovered. 

1 Rom. Lady,bv yonder bleffed moone I vow. 

That tips with nlver all thele fruit tree tops. 

JhI. O fweare not by the moone.th’inconftant moonOi 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe. 

Left that thy love prove likewife variable. 

Rom. What fhall I fweare by ? 

JhI. 1 Doe nop fweare at all : 

Orifthou wilt, fweare by thy gracious lelfe. 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And I’le beleeve thee. 

Rom. If my hearts deare love. 

JhI. Well, doe not lweare , although I joy injthee, 

Ihaveno joy of this contra&tonighf, 

It is too raflb, too unadvis'd, too fudden, 

Too like the lightning , which doth ceafe to be 
Ere one can fay it lightens : fweet good night : 

This bud of love by lumtners ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 

(Soodnight, goodnight, as Iweet repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart as that within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me lb unlatisfied ? 

Jul. What fatisfa&ion canft tbou have tonight? 

e Rgj : Th’exchange ofthy loves faithfull vow for mine. 

J«/. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it, 

And yet I would it were to give againe. 

jRgw. Would!! thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe love ? 

JhI. But to be franke and give it thee again. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I have. 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 

D % My 
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Tbemfi lamentable tragedy 

My love as deepe, the more I give to thee r 
The more I have , for both arc infinite ? 

I heare fome noife within, deare Love adue : 

Anon good Nurfe ,fweet Mountague be true ; 

Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

Rom. O blefl'ed,b|effed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. ; , . , 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo, i-Via. good night indeed. 
Ifthat thy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpdfe Marriage, fend me word to morrow. 

By one that l’le procure to come to thee, 

W here and what time thou Wilt performe the rites, 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay. 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. 

I come anon : but if thou meanft not well, : ' J ‘ 1 

I doe befeech thee ( by and by I come) ■ 

Toceafe tby fuit, and leave me to my griefe, 

To morrow will I fend. 

^2/w. So thrive my ioule. 

Jul. A thoufand times good-night. 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookes, 

Irur* fnwarrf With heavie lOOkCS* 
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Madam. 

Madam. 
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Enter Juliet againe. 

JulMih Romeo, hift : O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taffel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarle than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like lofteft Muficke to attending eares. ,, 

Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul. W nat a clocke to morrow 

. - r Shall 
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0 f Romeo and Juliet. 

^SSy thehoure of nine. , 

I will not faile, ’tis twentie yeeres tillthen: 

W I fhallforget to have thee dill ftand there, 
Reinembiing how I love thy company. 

R om . And Tleftill ftay,tohave thee ftill forget* 
Forgetting any other home but this • 
l»/.Tis almoft morning, I would have thee gone. 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird. 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Life apoore priloner in his twifted gyves, _ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

%om. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet fo would I, : 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing i 
Good night, good night, 

Parting is fuch fweet iorrow. 

That I (hall fay good flight till it be morrow. 

Re. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

Hishelpe to crave, and my deere hap to tell. 

Exit. 

Enter Frier atone with a Basket. 

Fri. The grey ey’d morne (miles on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftern clouds with ftreakes oflight : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles. 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 

Now ere the (unne advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheere ,and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muft upfillthisOfier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The eaith that’s natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe : 
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The mofi lamentable Tiagedj 

And from her vvombe children of d iver s kind. •_ i i j , \ 
We fucking on her naturallboibme find? v, r'-'iferr 
Many for many Virtues excellent, ' • " -V 
Nonebut for tome, and yec all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs, ftones, and their true qualities ? 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth give : ' 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that faire ufe. 
Revolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignifi'd. i ! r, ■ 
Enter Romeo. 

W ithin the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfonhath refidence,and Medicine power : 

For this being fmelt with that|>art,cbeares each parts 
Being taftedflayes all fenfes with the heart. 

Twofuch oppofed Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will j 
And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good mossrow father, 

■FW.Benedicitc: 

W hat early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Young fonne it argues a diftemper’d head. 

So foone to hid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his limbes, there golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlineffedoth me affure, 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : . 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our R omeo hath not been in bed to night. 

Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine." 
Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline $ 
Rom, With Rof aline , my ghoftly father, no, 



■ 



Jl U'M ; 






of Romeo and Juliet. v\T 

forgot that name, and that names woe. n ' j 
v' That’smygood fonne, but where haft thou been then? 
Tom I'le tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : : . ■ ■ ; - - ' . 
t have been feafting with mine enemy, -os: : r I ■ ^ - 

where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 'v r; ; . 

That’s by me wounded; both our remedies ' 

Within thy helpe and. holy Phyficke lyes : 

1 beare no hatred bleffed man,forloe, 

Mv interceffion dikewife fteads my foe. # .V _ 
fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely m thy drift, > < 
Ridline confelfion Andes but ridling fbrift. _ ! » 

Rm. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is fet 
Onthe'fairedaughter ofrich £*/>#/« : 

Asinine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine; 

And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
l’le tell thee as we paffe :but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day. 

fri. Holy s. Francis, what a change is here / 
h Rofaline, whom thoudidft love fo deare. 

So foone fbrfaken ? young mens love then lyes ■ 

Nottruely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

]tfn Mart* / what a deale of brine 

Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofnline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte. 

To feafon love that of it doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares, , 

Thyoldgroanes yet ring in mine ancient eares; . 

Io here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this s fentenee then, 

Vfomen yfj Gdl, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Ro»t t 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 

'Rom . And badft mebury love. 

AV/.Notinagrave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom • I pray thee chide me not, her I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 

The other did not 16. 

Fri. O foe knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote that could notlpell: 

But come young W averer , come and go e with mat, 

In one refpedt Tie thy alfiftantbe: 

For this alliance may lb happy prove, 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure love* 

Rom. O let us hence , I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer . Where the Dev’U flxould this Romeo be ? came he not 
home tonight? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I Ipoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofaline 
Torments him fo , that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt , the Kinlman to old fapulet, hath lent a letter to 
his fathers houle. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben, Romeo m\\ anlvverit. 

Mer.kny man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

"Ben. Nay he will anfwere the Letters Mafter,how hee dares, 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , ftab’d witha 
white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a Love- 
long, the very pinne of his heart cleft with the blinde Bow-boies 
but- fhaft : and is he a man to encounter Tibalt ? 

Re/*/. Why ? what is Tibalt ? 

Mer, More than Prince of Cats : O hee’s the courageous 
Captaine of Complements : hee lights as you ling Pricke-fon& 
keepesrime, dhftance, and proportion ; he refts his minum teds, 
one, two, and the third in your bolome : the very Butcher of a 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

f Ike button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very firft 
hnufe, of the firft and fecond caufe, ah. the immortall Palfado, the 

Into reverfo, the Hay. 

r Ren. The what? 

Mer. ThePoxeof luch antique lifping affefting phantafies, 
thefenew tuners of accents : by Jelu a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand- fire, that wee fhould be thus afflidted with thele 
flrange flies, thefefalhion- mongers, thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand fo much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their bones, their bones / 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe,likea dri'd Herring : O flefli, llelh,' 
how art thou fifliified ? Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in. Laura to his Lady was a Kitchin wench , marrie ftie 
had a better iove to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie , Helen and Hero hildings and harlots , Thieby a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe.Seignior there’s 

aFrench falutation to your French flop: you gave usthecoun- 
terfeitfairely laft night. : 

.flaw. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 
yon? 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Romeo. Pardon good Met cut io , my bufinefle was great, and 
in fnch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That's as much as to lay,fuch a cafe as yours conftraines 
amantobow.in the hams. / 

Rom . Meaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Ryn. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mere*. Sure Wit, follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
worneoutthypumpe, thatwhenthe finglefole ofitisworne, 

E • the 
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Tbemoft lamentable Tragedy 
thejeft may rcmajne after the wearing foly Angular. 

O finglefol’d jeft, foly Angular for the fingleneffe. 

Mer. Come between us good Benvolio , my wits faint. 

Rom: Swits and fpurs,lvvits and Tpurs,or lie cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I am done • 
for thou haft more of the wilde goofein one of thy wits, than 
I am fure lhave in my wholefive. Was I with you there for 
the goofe ? 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thingiwhen thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

Mer. I wi 11 bite thee by the eare for that jeft* 

Rom. Nay good goofe bice nor. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bittersweet ing , it is a moft fharp lauce, 

Rom. And is it not well lerv’d in toa fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Chcverell , that ftretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell-broad. 

Rom. i ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 
goofe, proves thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou fociable , now art thou Romeo., now art thou what 
thou art by art as well as by nature : for this driveling love is 
like a great Natural!, that runs lolling up and downetohide 
hisbableinahole. 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there. _ ; 

Mer. Thou defireft me to ftop in my tale againft' the haire. 

Ben. Thou wouldft elfe have madethy tale large. ' 

Mer* O thou art deceived* I would have made it fliort 5 for I 
was come to the whole depth of my tale , and meant indeed to 
occupy the argument no longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gearei. Enter M ttrfe and her tnaiu 

A faile,a feile. 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

JVurfe. Peter . 

rPeter. Anon. 

Nttrf My fan Peter . - 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 

Nurfe. God ye good morrow gentlemen, . 
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of Romeo and Juliets 
Mer, Cod ye goodden faire Gentlewoman; 
tfur fe. Is it goodden ? 

Mer. ’Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now upon the pricke of noone. 
jsfurfe. Out upon you, what a man are you ? 

Ro.Ont Gentlewoman that God hath made, himfelfe to mar. 
Xi nrfe. By my troth it is well faid , for himfelfe to marre 
quoth a / Gentlemen, can any of yon tell me where I may finde 
the young Romeo ? 

Rom.l can tell you : but ymtigRomeo will be older when you 
have found him, than hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

1 You fay well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worft well ? very well tooke ifaith , wifely, 

W f e Jy ^ 

xl ttrfe. Ifthou be he fir,! defire fome confidence with you. 
Ben. She will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. Soho. 

Rom. What haft thou found ? 

Mer. No hare fir , unleffe a hare fir in a Lenten pie , chat is 
fomething ftaleand hoarecre it be Ipent. 

Anold harehoare , and an old hare hoare is very good meat 
in Lent. 

Butaharethatishoareistoomuchforafeore, when it hoares 
ere it be (pent. 

RotneOj will you cometo your fathers ? wee’ll to dinner thither. 
Rom. I will follow you* 1 1 i ■ 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Ex e tint. 

Nur. IprayyOufifWhat faucie Merchant was this that was 
lofull ofhis roperie. J 

A Gentleman Nurfe that loves to heare himfelfe talk, and 
will ipeake more in a minute than he will ftand to in a monetb. 

jV»r. And afpeakeatty thing againft me, I’le take him down, 
snd a were luftier than hee is, and twenty fuch JackesrandifI 
cannot, Tie finde thofe that fhall : fcurvie Knave, I am none 
of her Gil-flurts, I am none ofhis skaines mates : and thou muft 

£ z ftand 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
ftand by too , and fuffer every Knave toufemee at his pl ea . 
fure. 

Ret. I faw no man ufc you at his pleafure , if I had, my wej. 
pon fhould quickly have beene out : I warrant you I dare dravv 
as loone as another man, if Ifee occafion, in a good quarrell, and 
the law on my fide. 

Nttrfe. Now afore God I am fovext, that every part about 
mee quivers : fenrvie Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what fhe bid mee 
fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me tell ye, if yee fhould 
leade her in a Fooles Paradife , as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kindeof behaviour, as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
ar d therefore it you fhould deale double with her, truely it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake 
dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, I proteft 
unto thee. 

Nurfe . Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :Lord, 
Lord, fhe will be a joyfull woman. 

Romeo. W hat wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thoudoeft not marke 
mee. 

Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft , which as I take 
ir, is a Gentlemanlike offer. 

Romeo, Bidher devifefome meanes to come to fhrifcchisaf- 
ternoone. 

And there fhe fhall at Frier Laurence, Ceil 
Be fhrived and married : here is for t}i.y, paines. 

Nurfe, No truly fir not a pennie. 

Rom. Goetoo , I fay you fhall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone (ir, well, fhe fhall be there, 

Rom. And flay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall:- 
Within this houre my man (hall be with thee, 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy, 

Muft be my convoy in the fecret night. 

Farewell, be trufty, and He quite thy paines. 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

f7ur[e> 



a/ Romeo and Juliet. 

r r VJ 0W God in Heaven blefle thee : harke you fir. 

What faift thou my deare Nurfe? 

Rr fe Is vour man fecret ? did you ne re here fay , two may 

tec^counfell putting one away ? 

te L warranc thee my mans as true as fteele, 

Nurfe Well fir, myMiftrefteis the fweeteft Lady; Lord, 
Tnr d, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noblc- 
ninTowne, on c Parts, that would fame lay Knife aboord, 
hm (he good foule had as lievefee aToade,avery Toadeasfee 
him : 1 anger her fometime's,and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rcrman : out lie warrant you when I fay fo fhee lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verlall world. Doth not Rofemary and Ro~ 
begin both with a Letter ? 

1m. I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with anR. 

A mocker, that’s the dogges name ,R. is for the no. I 
know it beginnes with fome other letter ,and (he hath the pret- 
tied lententious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it would doe 
you good to heareit. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. I a thouland times. Refer. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet. 

Ju. The clock ftrook nine when I did fend the Nude, 

Inhalfe an houre fhe promis’d toreturne : 

Perchance fhe cannot meet him ; that’s not fo : 

Oh fhe is lame, loves Heralds fhould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafter glides than the funs beames, 

Driving backefhadowes oyer lowring hills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the winde-fwift Cupid, wings. 

Now is the lunne upon the highmoft hill 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres,yet fhe is not come : 

Had fhe affeifions and warme youthfull blood, 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, 

And his to me, but old folkes many faine as they were dead, 
Unweildy , flow, heavie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God (he comes : O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nurfe. Peter ftay at the gate. 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord why look'ft thou fad ? 
Though newes be fed, yet tell them merrily. 

If good, thou fham’ft the Muficke of fweet newes, 

By playing it to me with fo fowre a face. 

Nurfe. I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? 

Jul. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes ; 

Nay come, I pray thee Ipeake, good, good Nurfe Ipeake. 

Nurfe. Jera what hafte ? can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fey to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good ’or bad ? anlwere to that, 

Say either, and I’le ftay the circumftance. 

Let me be fetisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Nurfe. Well, you have made a Ample choice , you know not 
how to choofe a man : Borneo, no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his Iegge excels all mens , and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet they 
are paft compare : hee is not the flower ofcurtefie,but He war- 
rant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy waies wench, ferve God. 
W hat ? have you din’d at home ? 

Jul. No, no, but all this did I know before, 3 ; 

W hat fayes he of cur marriage ? what of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes>what a head have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah mybacke, mybacke, 

Beflirew your heart forfending me about, 
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To catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

1 jfaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

cweet'lweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 

5V Wttr. Your love feyes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant avertuous : where is your mother ? 
jul. Where is my mother ? why fhe is within > where fhould 

lb' be? 

Ho.vodly thou repUeft, 

Your Lov-e feyes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is yoar Mother ? 

Nurfe- O i jods Lady dcare, 

Are you lo hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponltis for my aking bones 
Hence-fbrward doe your meflages your felfe. 

Jul Here’s fuch a coile, come, what feies 'Borneo ? 
j\/«r. Have you got leave to goe to fhrift to day ? 
jul. I have... 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes. 

They’ll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes: 

Hie you to Church, I murt another way, 

Tofetchaladder,by the which your love 
Muft climbe a birds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you fhall beare the burden foone at night. 

Goe, lie to dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

Jul. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Trier WRomeOi 
rn. Sofmilethe heavensupon this holy A<ft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

%or». Amen, Amen : but come<what forrow can, 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
hat one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 
oethou but clofeonr hands with holy words, 

Then . 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

Then love-devouring death doe what he dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine . 

Fri. Thefe violent delights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder, 

W hich as they kifle conlume. The fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomnefleinhis owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long love doth lo. 

Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Oh lo light a foot 
W ill never weare out the everlafting flint : 

A Lover may beftride the Goflamours,_ 

That idles in the wanton fummer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, lb light is vanity. 

Jut. Good even to my ghoftly Confcflor . 

Fri. Romeo fhall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Jul. As much to him , elfe in his thanks too much. 

“Rom. Ah Juliet , if the meafure of thy joy 
Beheapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue. 

Unfold theimagin’d happinefle that both 
Receive in either by this deare encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words. 

Brags ofhis fubftance, not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth, 

But my true love is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme up fome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come,comewithme,and we will make fhortvvorke, 
For by your leaves you (hall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and men. 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio let’s retire, 

The day is hot, the fayulets abroad, 

And if wee meet we lhall not (cape abraule, for now thefe hot 
dayes is the mad blood ftirring. 
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of Romeo and Juliet 

yfer.Thou art like one ofthefe feIlowes,thatwhenheeen- 
tersthe confines of a Taverne, claps mee fiis Iword upon the 
Table, and layes , God lend me no need of thee: and by the o- 
pcration of the fecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need- 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 
any in Italy , and as foone moved to bee moodie, and as foonc 
moodie to be moved . 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay, and there Were two fuch, wee fhould have none 
fhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou / why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more , or a haire lefle in 
bis beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, having no other reaibn, but becaufe thou haft 
halelleyes : what eye but luchan eye would Ipie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is as full of quarrels as an egge is full of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling: thou-haft quarrelled with a man for coffiog in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine afleep in the 
Sun. Didftthou not fallout with a tailcir y for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another , for tying his new Ihooes 
with old ribbands and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben. And I were lb apt to quarrell as thou art, any man fhould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter^ . 

Mer.Thc fee- Ample, O Ample/ --r - , 

Enter Tibalt ,Petruchio, and otherf . 

Ben. By my head here come the £*j>uletA 

jl/er.Bymyheelel care not, .t 

Follovyrmeclofe, fori will ipeakeTto them. 

Gentlemen Good-den, a word with oneof you. - ' ' > 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it with fome- 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

Ttb You lhall finde me apt enough, to that fir, and you lhall 
give me occsfion. 

Could y° u . not ;wke feme occafion without gi- 
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The fiioft lamentable Tragedy - 
Tib; Mer cut to >hou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer, Confort / what doeft thou make us Minftrels ? and thou 
make Minftrels of us,looke to heare nothing but diicords; here's 
my Fiddle-fticke , here’s- that {hall make you dance: zounds 
conlort. _ ‘ , 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unto iome private place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grievances, 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on us. . ..r , 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze, 

I will not budgefor ncr mans plealure I. ■ 

Enter Romeo. 

Well, peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 
MwBut lie be hang’d firif he weare youf Livery >. 
Marry)goe before to fiddshee’ 1 ] beyour follower, ) " i 
Your vvorfhip fn that fenfe may call him man. : J 

Tib- Romeo, the love I beare thee can aftoord 
No better tearme than this % thou arta Vi llaine. 
i RomiTibaltlihere»fon that I havetodovethee,' >:u : - : 
Doth much exciifethe : appmafoing rage ' 1 ■> ' r .:l ■>.! 

TofucH Vitlain?; raranonei! u ■ b ‘ . 

Therefore farewell, I fed thou know’ft me not. 

Tib • Boy, this fball not excnfe theinjuries 
That t hoti halt sdone mje, therefore turne and draw. 

Rom. Jidtse ppoteM tneveWwjut’di thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft devtfe, • <v>'A 

Til 1 thou fha It- know the reafon of my love 5 
And lo good Capuletj which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be lacisfied. ; ' r ■ -.■jad , . . . i . . . 

Mer. Ocalmedifoonoiirable^Vilekjbniiffion, •••- l 
tsflla ftucatho carries itaway : '"c.-nV. 1 ' 

Tiba.lt, you rat-catcher , will you walke ? 

Tib. What wouldft thou have with me ? 

... Mer. Good King^ofiCats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives, that I meane to make bold withall, and as yofl ftiall 
mee hereafter dry beite the^reft of the eight- Will you 
plucke your fword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? make hafte, 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

left mine be about your eares e’re it be out. 

^.Iamfoxyoft. 

%om. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up« 1 K 

Mer. Come fir, your Pafl'ado. 

Draw Benvolio, beat downe their weapons ? 

Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage, -j 
Tibalt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona's ftreets: 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

Away Tibalt, 

Mer- 1 am hurt : 

A plague a both houles , I am fpedi 
Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer- 1, 1, a fcratch, a lcratch, marry ’cis enough : 
WhereismyPage?goevilJaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom- Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. ’ ? 

A*r.No,’tisnot fodeepeas a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but ’tis enough , ’twill ferve, aske for mee to morrow and 
you (hall finde mee a grave man. 1 am peppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a both your houles •• ’zounds a dogge,a rat- a 
ir.oufe, a cat to lcratch a man to death ; a braggart, a rogue, a vil- 
laine, that fights by thebooke of Arithmetieke : why the dtv'H 
came you betweene us ? I was hurt under your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the heft. 

Mer- Helpe me into fome houfe Benvolio , 

Or I ihall faint : a plague a both your houies. 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and foundly to your houles — 

Exit. _ , \ 

Agw.This Gentleman, the Princesneereally, ,b> 

My very friend , hath got his mortall hurt ' ; 

In my behalfe, my reputation ftain’d 
y Tibalts flaunder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hathbeenemycoufin. Ofweet Juliet, 
hy beauty hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foftned valours fteele. 

F a Enter 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
•Enter Benvolio. 

Ten. O 'Romeo, Romeo , brave Mercutio'/ 

That gallant fpirit bath afpir’dthe clouds. 

Which too untimely here did Tcorne the earth. 

Rom. This dayes blaclce fate on more dates doth depend, 
This but begins the woe others muft end. 

Here comes the furious Tibalt back again. 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio flame. 

Away to heaven refpe<ftive lenity. 

And fire and fury be my conduct now. 

Now Tib alt take the villaine backe againe 
That late thou gav’ft me, for Mer cut id's lonle 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 

Either thou or I, or both, muft goe with him. 

Tib. Thou, wretched boy, that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. , rl : , . , " 1 

RomiThis fhalt determine that; 

They fight. Thzhfalls. 

Ben. Romeo, away , be gone, 

TheGitizensareup, and Tibalt flaine: -*o 

Stand npt amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee death, 

If thou art taken thence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay. ? 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

(fiit. Which way ran he that ki I’d Mercutio ? 

Tib ah that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Trincc,old Mountague, Capulet, 
their wives and all. 

Prim Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can di (cover all 
The unluckie mannage of this fat all brail. 



There 
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0 f RomcoW Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo, 

Thac flew thy kinfmanbrave Mercutio. 

r a p.tVi. Tibalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

0 prince, Ocoufin,husband, O theblood is fpild, 
Ofraydeare kinfman : Prince, as thou art true. 

For blood of ours fhed blood of Mountague. 
Ocoufin.coufin. 

Prin. Benvolie , who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Romeo chat fpokehim faire,bad himbethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d withall 
Your high dilpleafure : all this uttered 
With gencle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed, 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutio' s breaft : 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a marciall (corne with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 
It backe to Tib alt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part ; and (vvifter than his tongue 
His agill arme beats downs theirfatall points, 

And 'tvyixt them mlbes : underneath whole arme. 

An envious thruft from T tbalt hit the life. 

Offtout Mercutio ,- and then Tibalt fled : 

But by and by comes backe to Rgmeo, 

Who bad but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine. 

And as he fell did Romeo turne and flie, 
is is the truth ,or let Benvolio dye. 

. Jr ^ e 3 kinfman to the Mountaoues * 

AneCTion maWi»c lii'm u~r. r 



Romeo 



An? uTr y of them fought in thisblackeftrife 
, l 3 twenty could but kill one life. 

Sge for juftice, which thou Prince muft give, 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

Romeo flew Tibalt , Romeo muft not live. 

Prtn. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercntio , 

Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe ? 

Mott, Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio': friend. 
His fault concludes but what the law fhbuld end. 

The life of Tibalt. 

Prin. And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding. 
But He amerce you with lb ftrong a fine. 

That yon fliall all repent the lofle of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fliall purchale out abufes. 
Therefore ufe none , let Romeo hence in hafte, 

EHe when he is found, that houre is the laft. 
Bearehence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards Phoebus lodging, luch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in clowdy nignt immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love-performing night. 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, untalkt of and unfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights, 

By their ovyne beauties , or of love too blind. 

It beft agrees with night : comecivill night, 

Thou lober luited matron all in blacke, . 

And learne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plai’d for a paire of ftainlefle maiden-heads : 

Hood my unman’d blood baiting in my cheekes, 

W ith thy blacke mantle : till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thinke true love aded Ample modefty : o ' r 
Come night, come Romeo , come thou day in night; 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

For thou wilt lye upon the wings ofnight, 

Whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : 

Come gentle night ,c< me loving black-brow’d night. 

Give me my Romeo, and when he (hall dye. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face of heaven fo fine. 

That all the world fhall be in love with night* 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh funne. 

0 [have bought the manfion ofa love. 

But not pofleft it , and though I am fold. 

Not yet injoy ’d ; lb tedious is this day. 

As is the night before Ibme feftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

Andmaynotweare them. O here comes my Nurfe* 

Enter ISfnrfe with cords. 

And (hebrings newes, and every tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeo’s name, fpeakes heavenly eloquence, 
i Now Nurfe, what newes? what haft thou there? 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nurfe, I, I, the cOrds-' 

Jul. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thy hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, hee’s dea a, 

[ We are undone Lady, we ;are undone : 

Alack the day, hee’s gone, hee’s kill’d, hee’s dead, 

Jul. Can heaven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

Jul- What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture Ihould be. roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath Romeo fiaine himfelfe ? lay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fhall poylon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

1 am not I if there be fuch an I, \. - >■ f 

fir thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee anfwere I, 

1 he he flame fay I, or ifnot,No, 

riete *°unds determine of my weale or woe. 

Nurfe'. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
Nurfe. I faw the wound, I law it with mine eyes> 

God fave the marke ; here on his manly bred, 

A piteous coarle, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedeaw’d in blood, 

All in gore blood : I lwouned at the fight. 

Jul. O breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at once, 
To prifoneyes, ne’relookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 

And thou zndRomee prefleone heaviebeere. 

Nurfe. O Tib alt, Ttbalt, the belt friend I had, 

O courteous Tib alt, honelt Gentleman, 

That ever I fbould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. What florme is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo llaughtred ? and isTibalt dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadfull trumpet found the generall doome, 

For who is living if thofe two are gone ? 

Nurje. Tib alt is gone , a nd "Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him,heisbanifhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeos hand fhed Tibalts blood ? 
Nurfe. It did, it did, alas the day it did. 

Jul. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face ! 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall, . 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-tavcning Iamb, 
Defpifed fublfance of divineft fhew, 

Jufl oppofite to what thou juftly feemeft, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villa ine. 

O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradife offuch fweet flefh ? 

Was ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fliould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous palace ! 

Nur .There’s notruft,no faith no honefly in men, 

AH perjur’d,allforfworne,all naught, all diffemblers : 
Ah, where’s my man ? give me fome Aqua vita. 
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of Romeo and Juliet v, 

Thefe griefes, thefe woes,thefe forrowes makemeold. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch awifh *• he was not borne to fhame, 

Upon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univerfall earth. 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will youlpeakewell of him that kill’d your coufin ? 
Jul. Shall I ipeake ill of him that is my husband^ 

Ah poore my Lord l what tongue Thall finooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villainedidft thou kill niy coufin? 

Thatvillaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backe foolifh teares, backe to your native fpring. 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that Tibalt would haveflalne. 

And Tibalt' s dead that would have flainemy husband : 

All this is comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tibalts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners mindes; 

Tibalt isdead,and Romeo banifhed. 

That banifhed, that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts : Tibalts detth 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 

Oriffowre woe delights in fellowfhip. 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes, 
why follow’d not, when fhefaid Tibalt'sdcad, 

wI-l’ or th y mother ’ nay'orboth, 
hmh moderne lamentation might have mov’d: 
p Wlt . h f rereward following Tibalts death, 
jtmeo is banifhed : to Ipeake that word, 1 : ' ; - ! ; ; ' 

m ?, th , er ’ Romeo, Juliet , ! : ! 

flame, all dead, AWra is banifhed. ^ 



There 





mm 10 20 








40 



50 



60 



70 






230 240 



250 260 



270 280 290 




300 





H { ■ 












• urn 



'lie 



The ttioft lamentable Tragedy , 

There is ijoeji&flg JifliK > wetfirdboiaaefe^sbrlv b\ ■ 
In that words death), no words can that woe found* j-.-- 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfe ? F ; \, v : ' 

Nur. Weeping and wailing ovtrXibalts coarfe s „ 

Will you goe to them ? IwiUbring you thither.! , 

Jul. Wafh they his wounds wkfrteare^minefhallbefpaitj 
W hen theirs are dry, for ‘Romeo’s banifhment. 

T ake up thofe cords ; poore ropes you are beguil’d, - 
Both you and I, fot Romans exil’d : 




And death, not cake, itty,roaidenbead. ::: ri 

JVurft. Hye to your chamber. He finde Romeo, 

- To comfort you ; I wot wellwherebe is, 

Harke you, your 'R&meo will be.hereat night v r , r.rnoY 

He to him, he is hid at Laurence Ce\\. ,'t o ; ? • r: >y d/irtW 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my, true Knight, 

And bid him come to rakebis. lafi farewell. 

c nsd j'i sneew mot y»rlw t n 'i&nfcdsidjiiA 
Borneo^ wdi r ■ ■ it 

Fri: Romeo come fortb,come forth thou fearfnll man, 
Affli&ion is enamor’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded J$galami.ty. cv t. ■ irrjj * .-m 1 

^.Father what newes ?vyfoagi^thfeBrinees do0md?*toVJCY 
What forrow craves acqu^intaneeat my hand, b .B^ninr/! j:dT 
That yet I knovy tjot ? ' 

Fri. Too familiar <• •: . . Jr> . j;,7/ 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre company t . 

I bring thee tidings of the Princes doome. rl *F\v ’ ’ v -n ; iA - 
5^2, What Idfe than doomfday is the Princes doome ? > 

Fri. A gentler judgement vaniflht from his lips : 

Not bodies deatn,. but bodies banifhment. - 
Rom. Ha / banifhment ? be merciiull,fty death, 

For exile hath more terrour in his fooke, ■ : ' : 

Muclynore than death : doe not lay banifhment. 

Tr/'.Here from Verova arc thou ban; Ihed e 
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of Romeo and Juliet* 

Be patient, for the world is broad ’and wide.' > loi ’■ . T. , : 

* Rom. There ienoworld wichowt^rMteWall# ■ O .\m% 
But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banifhed is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mif-tearm’d : calling death banilhed. 

Thou cut’ll my head off with a golden Axe, ■■ : • ' 

And (mil’ll upon the Broke that murders me. 

fri. O deadly finne ! O rude unthankfulnefle ! 

Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hathirufht afide the law, * 

And turn’d thatblacke word death to banifhment i 
This is deare mercy , and thou feeft it not. 

%m. , Th torture, and not mercy : Heiavenis here 
Where Juliet lives, and every cat and doggc 
And little moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven, and may looke on her, i 
But&wwwmaynot. More validity, 

Morehonourableftate, more Courtlhiplives 
In carrion flies than Romeo : they may feize 
Onthewhite wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And fteale immortall blefltng from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftall modefty 
Stillblulh,as thinking their ownekiflcs finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this mull flye, 

And laill thou yet that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banilhed, 

Flyes may doe this,but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banilhed. 

Hadftthouno poifon mixt,no lharpegrownd knife- 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane. 

But Banifhed to kill me ? Banilhed / : . J 

0 Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell. 

Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart, 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflor, .v.-\ 
finne Oblblver, and my Friend profeft, ■ i 
J ° mangle me with that word banifhed ? 

G 2 r\ 
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Themofl lamentable Tragedy 
JVi.Thou fond madmaftjfeeareme a Iktiefpeaki; 

Rom- O thouWilt ipeake againe of banifhment. 

Fri. lie give thee armour to keepe ©ft' that word, 
Adverfities fweet milke,Phil.oibphy» 

To comfort thee chough thou . art banifhed. 

Rom . Yet bani(hed ? hang upPhilofophy, 

Unlefie Philofophy c^M&ake a Juliet, 

Difplant a tovvne, rev«rfe a Princes doome. 

It helpes not,ftpievaiiesnot,taike no more* 

Fri.o theftl^4ttt>|sfld cares* i j-o j[.,^ : • 

Rom. How fliould th^wb^Oi^eittnuiaaveiJoeyfaST.. 

Fri. Let me.4iip4tC^t^^ r b'naj h 

^«*w.Thoucanft not jpeake.of that thou do’ft not feele, 

W ert thou as young asrl, Juliet thy love. 

An houre but married » 7>$*£murdered, 

Doting like. me, and liTce efte.baotflaedti ,■ . : . 

Then mightft thou Ipeakfe^: ,>!nolvr.rn ; --.y, ri ?>-• ilwU 
Then mightft: thou teare thy haii*e» vrm^v.^v.rit 

And fall upon the ground a$ I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an unmadegrayeiiai m l: ..i': : 

Nurfeknotkes. • byto vjb'i ■ v - • b nO 
Fri. Arife, one knockCs,good Romeo hide thyfelfe. 

"Rom. Not I, unlefle the breath of heaft-ficke gtones 
Mitt* like infold me from thefearch of eyes. 

Knveikf . b :v iUn ' t oob zo’ft y"m?i;,T 

Fri. l .brke how they khocke (who’s there 3) Romeo arife, . 
Thou wik be taken (flay a while) ftand up. 

Knoche againe. 

Run to my ftudy (by and by) Gods will, 
Whatlimpleneffeisthis:Irome,Icome.: bo;;..::. ■■ y 

Knoche. 

Who knockes lo hard ? whence come you ^ what’s your will ? 

Enter Nitrfe. 

Nur- Let me come in, and you lhall know my errand: 

I come from Lady Juliet, .r-f: .-T o- 1 , r '-i 

Fri. W elcome then. 

N, nr. O holy Frier, Q tell me holy Frier, 

- 'o Where’s 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where's R^meo ? 

j c r f There on the ground, 

WlC h his owneteares made drunke. 

V iV^r O, he is even in my Miftrefle cale> 

Tuft in her cafe: O wofoll fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament f even lo lyes Ihe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbrmg : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For Juliets fake, for her lake rife and ftand : 

Why Ihould you fall into lo deepe an O ? 

%».Nurfe- 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir, death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth fhe not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy. 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is Ihe ? and how doth Ihe ? and what layes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, Ihe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 
And now falls on her bed, and then ftarts up. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name (hot from the deadly levell of a gun, 
Did murther her, as that names eurfed hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may lacke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand. 

Arc thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art, 
Thytearesarewomanifh ,thy wiide afts denote 
The unreasonable fury ofabeaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

AnJillbefeetning beaftinfeemingboth. 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
thought thy dilpofition better temper’d. 

Hali tho « Oame Tibalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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The mojl lamentable Tfdgedf 

And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate upon thy felfe ? 

Why rail'll thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth* 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fie, fie, thou fham’ft thy ftiape,thy love, thy wit. 
Which like anUfurer aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed. 

Which fliouldbedecke thy fhape,thy love, thy wit. 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

Di grefling from the valour of a man : / . 

Thy deare love Iworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow’d to cherilb $ 
Thy wit, that ornament to fhape and love, 
Mifie-fhapen in the conduct of them both. 

Like powder in a skill-lefle fouldiers flaske. 

Is fet on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What ? rowfe thee 'man , thy Juliet is alive. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tib alt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft T ibalt , there art thou happy. 
The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of blelfings light upon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav’d and fullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heea,for fuch dyemiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy love, as was decree’d, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canftnot palfeto Mantua , 

Where thou fhalt live till we can find a time 
Toblaze your marriage Reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of the Prince , and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thouland times more joy 



F 



Than 



ef, Romeo and Juliet.’ 

Than thou wentft forth in lamentation, 
roe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heaviefcnrow makes them apt unto, 

O^Sd, I could have ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

MvLord, He tell my Lady you will come. 

%m. Doe fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide. 
ATar.Here fir, a ring (be bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafte, for it growes very late. _ 

R om . How well my comfort is reviv’dby this . 

Fri. Goe hence, good night, and here ftands all your ftate. 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by thebreake of day difguis'd from hence : 

Sojoqrne in Mantua , He findeout your man. 

And helhall fignifie from time to time • 

Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell , good night. 

"Fern. But that a joy paft joy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe fo briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell, i 

Exeunt* 

Enter old Capulet, bis wife, andVzxis. 

Cap. Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we havehad no time to move our daughter : 

Looke you, (be lov’d her Kinfman Tib alt dearely, 

And fo did I : well , we were borne to dye . 

Tis very late, (hee’il not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
1 would have beene abed art houre agoe. 

Tar it. Thefe times of woe afford no times to wooe ; 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will, and know her mind early to morrow, 

Tonight (he is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 
°% childes love ; I thinke IbewiU be rul’d 
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The mft lamentable Tragedy 

In all refpe^s by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here with my fonne Paris love. 

And bid her, matke you me, on wednefday next : 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Tarts . Monday, my Lord. 

(fa. Monday, ha, ha,well wednefday is toofoone.j 
A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee Ihall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

W ee’ll keepe no great adoe, a friend or two : 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine folate, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ 11 have feme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end : But what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurlday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then : 

Goe you to Joliet ere you goe to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. ^ 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me iitislo very late , that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 



Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jul. W ilt thou be gone ? it is not yet neare day : 
It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc’t the fearefull hollowof thine eare ; 
Nightly fhe fingson yond Pomegranate tree : 
Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

Tom. It was the Larke, the herald ofthemorne. 
No Nightingale : looke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the fevering clouds in yonder Eaft : 
Nights candles are burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the mifty mountaines tops : 

I muft be gone and livS, or flay and dye. 

Jul. Y ond light is not day-light , I know it I : 



Exmt. 



ef Romeo and Juliet; 

fr is fome Meteor that thefunne exhale, 

Tobe to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua* 

Therefore flay yet,thou needeft not begone. 

Rom. Let mebe ta’n, let mebejput to death, 
tam content, fo thou wilt haveit to. 
jlgj^y yon gray is not the mornings eve, 

'Tisbut the pale reflexe of Cinthia’shrovr. 

Nor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beac 
The vanity heaven fohigh above our heads : 

I hive more care to ftay than willro goe. 

Come death and welcome , Juliet wilisit fbu 
How ift my foule ? let’s talke, it is not day. 

Jttl.lt is,it is,hie hence, begone away; 

ItistheLarkc that fings fo out of tune, 

Strayning harfh difeords, and unpleafing fharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fweetdivifion; 

This doth not fo , for (he divideth us. 

Some fty the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes .. 

0 now I would they had chang’d voices too. 

Since arme from arme that voice doth us affray, 

Hunting thee hence with Huntfup to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom. More light and light,more darke and darke 
our woes. 

Enter Madam and Narfe. 

JTurf Madam. 

Jul. Nurfe. 

Ni ttrf Y our Lady mother is comming to your chamber. 

The day isbroke,be wary, looke about. 

Jnl. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

T&m. Farewell, farewell, one kifTe and lie ddeend. 

M Art r hou gone fb love, Lordly husband, friend ? 
Imufthearefrom thee every day in the hourc, 

*°r in a minute there are many dayes. 
t i r ^ s coun t I fball be much in yeeres. 
re lagaine behold my Romeo. 

H Rom. 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 

Farewell. . •„ 1: fi.: 

I will omit noopportunity , 

That may convey my greetings. Love, to thee, 

Jul. O thinkft thou we {hall ever meet againe ? 
Rom- 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woes (hall fervc 
For fweet difcourfes in our ti me to come. 

Jul. O God, I have an ill divining (bule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo low 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe ; 

Either my eye-fight failes or thou lookft pale. 

Rom- Ana truft me loy,e in my eye fo doe you, 

Dry fcprow drinkes o^rblood. Adieu., adieu. 

Exi}, 

Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men. call thee fickle; 

If thou art fickle what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith ? Be fickle fortune. 

For then I hope thou wilp not keepe him longs . 

But fend him backe. 



Enter Mother. 

La. Ho daughter, are y ou up ? , . . ' , - . o 

Jul. Who ill that calls ? it is my Lady mother. 

Is (be not dovvne fo late, or up fo early ? 

W hat unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? , . 

La. Why hovy now Juliet ? 

Jul. Madam I am not well. 

La. Evermore weepingfor your coufins death ? * 

What ? wilt thou wafh him from his grave with teares f 
And if thou could ft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
Therefore have done, feme griefe ftiewes much of love. 

But much of griefe fhewes ftillfome want of wir. 

Jul.. Y et let me weepe for luch a feeling lofie. 

La. So (ball you feelejbe lofie, but not the frienc? 

Which you weepe for. 

Jul. Feeling fo the lofie, 

I ca nnot chule but ever weepe the friend. 

La. W ell Girle, thou weepft not fo much for his death) 

As that the villaine lives which flaughtered him. 
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^Romeo and Juliet* 

lul. What villaine Madam ? 

I*. That fame villaine %omee. 

lul. Villaine and he be manv miles afunder, 

God pardon him, I doe with all my heart : 

And vet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

Xrf-That isbecaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands s 
Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

la. We Willhave vengeance for it, feare thou not. 

Then weep no more. He fond to one in Mantua, 

Where that fame banifbt runnagate doth live. 

Shall give him fuch an unaccnftom’d dram. 

That he (hallfoone keepe Tibalt company, 

And then I hope thou wiltbe farisfi’d. 

JhI. Indeed I never (ball be latisfi’d 
With Romeo till I behold him- Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinfman vext. 

Madam, if you could finde; out but a man 
Tobeare a poyfbn/l would temper it,' 

That Romeo fhould upon receit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
Toheare him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and lie finde fuch a man. 

But now lie tell thee joyfull tidings Girle. 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needy time .• 

What are they I befeech your Ladifhip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a carefnll father childe. 

One, who to put thee from thy heavinefle. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 

That thou expeifts not , nor I lookt not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that? 

Mo. Marry my childe early next thuriday morne, 

Thegallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint * Peters Church, 

Shall happily 'make thee there a joyfull Bride. 

' ' Ht Jul. 
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Tbemej I lamentable Tragedy 
3*1. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Titer coo, 
He (hall not make me there a joyfullBride. 

I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
Ere he that muft be husband comes towooe : 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet j and when I doe, I fweare 
It (hall be %omeo, whom you know I hate. 

Rather than Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him (b your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 

Cap. When the Sun fets,theaire doth drifledew. 
But for the Sun-fet of my brothers fonne, 

It raines downe right. - , , , 

How now, a Conduit Girle? what ftill in teares)? 
Evermore (howring ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit!! a Barke, a Sea, a windc : 

For ftill thy eves, which I may call the fea, 
Doeebbeand flow with tearesj the Barkthy bodyis, 
Sailing in this (alt flood ; the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares, and they with them. 
Without a (udden calme will over-let 
Thy tempeft tofled body. Hownow wife ? 

Have yon delivered to her our decree ? 

La. I fir, but (be will none , (be gives you thankes. 

I would the foole were married to her grave. 

Cap- Soft, take me with you,take me with you wife. 
How will (he none ? doth (lie not (be give us thanks? 
Is (be not proud ? doth (lie not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as (be is) that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

J«/.Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 

But thankfull even for hate that’s meant in love. . 

Cap. How now ? how now- ? chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

And yet not proud •• Miftris minion, you, 

Thanke me no thankings , nor proud me no proud s, 



ef Romeo ^Juliet. 

r will dragee thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you g reene flckncffe carrion ’ out ? ou IW 

you tallow face. 

1 la. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

ltd. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to fpeake a word. 

fa- Hang thee young baggage, difobedien t wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after Iooke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 



Bnt 



But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 
Outonherhilding. 

Nttr.God in heaven blefle her, 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wildome ? hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence fmattcr with your goflips,goc. 

Nurfe. I fpeake no treafon. 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Nurfe. May not one (peake ? 

Fa.Ve3.ce you mumbling foole, 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goflips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke.play, 

Alone,in company, ftill my care hath bin 
To have her matcht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demesnes, youthfull, and nobly alli’d. 



Stuft (asthey (ay) with honourable parts. 
Proportion’d as ones tb 



j thought would wi(b a man ; 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 

H 3 ... 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

A whining mammet in her fortunes t ender. 

To anfwer, He not wed , I cannot love; 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you fhall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not ufe to jeft, 

Thurlday is neere , lay hand on heart, advife, 

And you be mine, Ilegive you to my friend ; 

And you be not,hang, beg, ftarve,dye in the ftreets. 

For by my foule lie ne’re acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine fhall ever doe thee good. 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, lie not be forfworne, -^xit. 

Jul. Is there no pitty fitting in the cloudes. 

That fees into theboctomeofmy griefe ? 

0 lweet my mother caft me not away, 

Delay this marriage for a moneth.a weeke ; 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridallbed 

In that dim Monument where Tib ^lt lyes. 

Mo. T alke not to me, for lie not fpeake a word, 

Doe as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Exit, 

J ul. O God,0 Nurfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 

My husband is on earth , my faith in heaven, 

How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Unleffe that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counfell me. 

Alacke,alacke, that heaven fhould pradf ice ftratagems 
Upon fb fbft a fubjedt as my felfe. 

What faift thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nurfe. (nothing, 

W nr. Faith here it is. Romeo is banifhed, and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you : 

Or if he doe, ir needs muftbeby ftealth : 

Then fine? the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft youmarried with the Countie. 

O hee’s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeo's a difh-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath net fo grecne, lo quick , fo faire an eye 

As 



1 



of Romeo and] uliec. 



i - parte hath : befhrew my very heart, 
f linkevou are happy in this fecond match, 
For k excels your firft ; or if it did not, 

Your firft is dead, or ’ewere as good he were. 



as living here and you no ufe of him. 

7«/.Speakeft thou from thy heart ? 

jV#r. And from my foule too, or elfe befhrew them both. 

7#/. Amen. 

;V#r. What? 

p/.Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much. 
Goeinand tell my Lady I am gone, 

Having dilp leas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 

To make confeflion , and tobeabfolv’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit. 

Jul. Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 

Is it more finne to wifh me thus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord wirh chat fame tongue. 

Which fhe hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouiand times ?Goe Counfeller, 

Thouandmy bofome henceforth fhall be tvvaine : 
lie to the Frier to know his remedy, 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye, - Exit. 

Enter Frier and (fount j Paris. 

Fri.On Thurfday fir ! the time is very fhort. . 

Ta. My father Capulet will have it fb. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minde. 

Uneven is this courfe , I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately fhe weepes for Tt baits death, . 

And therefore have I little talkt of Jove : 

For V °.mu fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir her father counts it dangerous 
That fhe doth give her fbrrow fb much fway, 

Andinhiswifdome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be put from her by focicty. • 

v Now 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
Now doe you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it Ihould be flowed ; 

Looke fir, here’s comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

E»ter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

Jul. That may be fir , when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be,muft be love on Thudday next; 

Jul. What muft be ftiallbe. 

Fri. That's a certaine text. 

Par. Come you to make confelfion to this Father ? 

Jul. To anfwer that I fliould confeffe to you. 

Par, Doe not deny to him that you love me. 

Jul. I will confefle to you that I love him. 

Par. So will ye I am fure that you love me. 

Jul. If I doe fo, it will be of more price, 

Being (poke behind your backe, than to your face. 

Par.Voott loule, thy face is much abus’d with teares. 
jW.Theteares have got fmall victory by that. 

For it was bad enough before their ipignt. 

Par. Thou wrongft it more than teares with that report. 
Jul. That is no flander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I lpake I lpake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandredit. 

Jul. It may be lb , for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leilure , holy father, now ? 

Or fliall I come to you at evening Mafle ? 

Fri. My leifure ferves me, penfive daughter, now : 

My Lord, we muft intreat the time alone. 

Pa. God fliield I fhould difturbe devotion. 

Juliet, on thurfday early will I rowle ye. 

Till then adieu, and keepe this holy kifle. Exit. 

Jul. O fhut the doore,and when thou haft done fo. 

Come weep with me, paft hope, paft cure, part helpc. 

Fri. O Juliet , I already know thygriefe. 

It ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits ; 

1 heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 

On T hurfday next be married to this County. ^ 



of Romeo and Juliet; 

’W.Tellme not Frier that thou hear'ftofthis, 

UnlelTe thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
ifinthy wildome thou canftgivenohelpe, 
n 0 e thou but call myrefolutionwife, 
a n( j with this knife He helpe it prefently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo's , thou our hands. 

And ere this hand by thee to Rgneo's feal’d, 

Shall be the Labell to another deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
fame* to another, this (ball flay them both. 

Therefore out of thy long experience time. 

Give me feme prefent counfeil, or behold 
’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
I Shall play the Umpire, arbi trating that 

Which the commilfion of thy y eares and art 
Could tono iflue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to Ipeake, I long to dye, 

Ifwhat thou fpeak’ftfpeake not ofrerhedy. 

JW.Hold daughter^, I doe Ipy a kinde ofhope, 

Which craves as delperatean execution. 

As that is delperate which we would prevent. 

Ifratherthan to marry Countie "Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength Jof will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ftiame, 

That coop’ft with death hlmfelfe to lcape from it s s 
And ifthou dareft,Ile give thee remedy. 

Jul. Oh bid me leape, rather than marry Tar is, 

From off the battlements of any Tower: 

Orwalkein theevifh wayes, or bid me lurke 
Where ferpents are rchaine me with roringbeares. 

Or hide me nightly in a charnell houfe, 

Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones. 

With reekielhankes, and yellow chaplefle skuls : 

Or bid me goe into a new made grave, r " 

«nd hide me with a dead man in his fhroud; 
hings that to heare them told have made me tremble, 

I ~ . And 
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The woft lamentable Tragedy 

And 1 will doe it without feare or doubt. 

To live anunftain’d wife to my fwect Love. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merry, give confent 
To marry parte- wednefday is to morrow. 

To morrow night lookc that thou lye alone, 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy chamber : 

Take thou this viall being then in bed. 

And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off, •> 

When prefently through all thy veines fliall runne 
A cold and drowfie humours for no pulfe 
Shall keep his native progreffe,but forceafej 
No warmth, no breath fhall ceftifie thou liv’ft. 

The rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall Fade 
,To paly afhes,thy eyes windowesfall. 

Like death when he fhuts up the day of life ; 

Each part depriv’d of fupple government, 

Shall ftiffe and ftarkeana cold appeare like death ; 

And in this borrow’d likenefle of fhrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres, 

A nd then awake as from a plealant lleepc. ; ^ ■ 

Nov/ when the bridegroome in the morning comes. 

To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 

Then, as the manner of our countrey is. 

In thy bed robes, uncover’d on the Beere, . 

Be borne toburiall in thy kindreds grave : 

Thou (halt be borne to that lame ancient vault, 

• Where all the kindred ofthe Capulets lye: 

In the meane time againfl thou /halt awake. 

Shall %omeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither {hall he come : and he and I 
Will watch thy waking : and that very night 
Shall pomce beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this fhallftee thee from this prefent fhame,. 

If no inconflant joy nor womanifh reafe 
Abate thy valour in thea&ingit. 

jS'.Give me .give me,0 tell me notx»Ffeare. 

Fri .Hold, get you gone, be ftrong and prosperous 
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this refolve : lie fend a Frier with fpeed 
l n u Ant ua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

^°?«/. Love give me ftrength, and ftrength fhall helpe afford, 
t Jewell deare father. Exeunt. 

Nrc £„terfatber Capulet , Mother,Nurfe, and Ser - 
vingmen, two or three. 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

, irra h, goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You fhall have none ill fir , for He try i f they can Iicke 

theirfingers. _■ 

Cap. How canft thou xxy them fo ? 

Sfr.Marriefiritis an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with 
me* 

^ty.Goe begone, wefhallbe much un&rnifht for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence ? 

Jtor.Iforlboth. 

Cap. Well,hemay chance todoe lbmegoodonher, 

Apeevifh felfe-will’d harlotry ids. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nar. See where fhe comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my head-ftrong , where have you beene gad- 
ding? 

Jttl. W here I have learnt to repent the finnc 
Ofdifobedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin'd 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

Tobegge your pardon : pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

J»l. I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him whac becommedlove I might, 

Notfteppingore thebounds of modefty. 

Cap. why I am glad ont, this is well, ftand up. 

This is as 't fhould be, let me fee the County ; 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 

I a Now 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All ctar whole City is much.bound to him. 

Jul> Nurfe, will you goe with me into my clofet, . 

To helpeme fort foch needfull ornaments 
As you thinke fit to furni (h me to morrow ? 

Mo. No, not till thurfday ; there is time enough. 

JFVr.Go Nurfe, goe with her, wee’ll to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt, 

Mo. We fhallbe fhort in our pavilion, 

’Tis now neare night. 

A’rf.Tulh, I will ftirre about. 

And all things fhallbe well,! warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to Juliet, helpe to decke up her : 
lie not to bed to night , let me alone, 
lie play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth ; well,I wi|l walke my felfe 
To County Paris, to prepare up him 
Againft to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 

Jul. T, thofe attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night. 

For I have need of many Orifons, 

To move the heavens to Irnile upon my flare. 

Which well thou know’ft is croffe and full of finne. 

Enter. Mother, 

Mo. What are you bufieho ? need you my help? , 

jW.No Madam, we have cull’d fuch neceflaries 
As are behoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you, , 

For I am fure you have your hands full all. 

In thisfofudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt » 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

W Farewell, God knowes when we fball meet agaUfft 
,JJa faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
Ttafaimoft freezes op the hear cflife : 
i rail them backe againe to comfort me. 

KUaclhould&doebo, re 7 

1 difmall Scene I needs muft aa alone. - 

Come Viall : vyhat if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 
chain be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this (hall forbid it, ly e thou there. 

What if it bea poyfon which the Frier 
S U bally hath minifired to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he fhould be -difhonour’d, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo? 

Ifeareit is ; and yet me thinks it Ihould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the tombe, 

Iwake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be ftifled in theV ault, 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfome aire breaths in, 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred y eeres the bones 
Ofall my. buried ancefters are packt ; 

Wherebloody Tiba.lt, yet but greenein earth, 

Liesfeftring in his fhrowd.; where, as they fey. 

At feme houres in the night ipirits refort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 



So early waking, what with loathfomefmells, 
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That living mortalls hearing them runne mad : 
^ if I wake, fhall I not b.e diftraught, 

(Environed with all thefe’hideous feares.j 
And madly play with my forefathers joints . ? 
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The tnoft lamentable Tragedy 

And plmrke the mangled Tib alt from his fhrowds 
And in this rage with lome great kinfinans bone. 

As with a club, dafh out my defperatebraines. 

O looke, methinkes I fee my coufinsgboft 
Seeking out Romeo that did ipit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibalt flay ; 

Tomeo /Romeo , R omeo, here’s drink, I drink to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more fpices Nurfe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Cap. Come, Air, Air, ftir, the fecond cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew bell hath rung, ’t is three a clocke : 

Looketo the bakt meats, good Angelica 
Spare notforcoft. 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane,goe» 

Get you to bed, faith you’ll be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

C a p. No,not a whit,what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for lefle caufe, and ncre been ficke. 

Z*.I,you have been a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you Aom luch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Enter three or foure with fpits, and logs, and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

Cap. Make hafte, make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges : 
Call Peter , he will fhew thee where they are. 

Eel . I have a head fir that will finde out logges. 

And never trouble Teter for the matter. 

Cap. Ma(fe and well Aid, a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead- Good faith ’tis day. 
play Afujtcke. 

The County will be here with Muficke Araight, 

For fo he Aid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I Ay. 

Enter Nurfe. 

Coe waken Juliet, goe and trim herup, - 
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»f Romeo and Juliet., 

tie soe and chat with Parity hie, make hafte j 

jiake hafte, the Bridegrooms heeis come already, make hafte 

7 \?J.Miftris,what Uifith, Juliet : fall I warrant her (he: 
W hv lambe, why Lady, fie you (luggabed ; _ - 

Why Love I Ay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 
what ?not a wordPyou take your pennyworth now. 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant v 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft. 

That y©u (hall reft but little: God fotgive me. 

Marry and Amen ,how found is ftiealleepe : 

I mull needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’ll fright you up yfaith : will it not be? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 
j muft need s wake you j Lady , Lady, Lady . 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita bo, my Lord, my Lady. 

Me. W hat noife is here ? 

Nttr. O lamentable day 1 
Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavieday 1 
Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my oneiy life 1 
Revive , looke up, or I willdye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father , 

Pa. For (hame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come, 

Nur. Shee’s dead, deceas’t, fhee’ s dead, alacke the day. * 
Mo. Alacketheday , (Lee's dead, fhee’s dead, fhee's dead. . 
Pa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas fhee’s cold, 

Herblood is fetled, and her joints are ftife : 

LA and thefe lips have long beene feparated. 

Death lyes on her like anuntimefy froft 
llpon the (weeteft flower of all the field. 

O lamentableday 1 
Mo.O wofulltime! 

Fa. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me wailc, 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me Ipeake. 

Enter Frier and. the fount j , with Afujtcians. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but never torecurne, 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death iaine with thy wife , there fhe lyes, 

Flower as (be was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wedded, I will dye 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths. 

Pa Have I thought long to fee this mornings face. 

And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hatefull day, 

Moft miferable houre that ere time law 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe. 

But one thing to rejoice and lolacein. 

And cruell death hath catchtit from my fight, 

Nur. O woe, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

0day,0 day, O day, O hatefull day, 

Never was feenefoblacke a day as this* 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Par. BeguiI’d,divorced, wronged, lpighted,flainc, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruell, cruell thee quite overthrowne, 

O love, O life, not life, but love in death. 

Fa Defpis’d,diftrefled, hated,martyr’d, Idl’d : 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now, 

To murther.murther our folemnity ? 

O child, O child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for fhame,confufions, care lives not 
In thefe confufions : heaven and yourfelfe 



tf Romeo and Juliet/ 
j M rt in this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all, 

And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Yur part her you could not keepe from death, 
heaven keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For ’tvvas your heaven fhe fhould be advance. 

And weepe ye now feeing (he is advanc’t 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

0 in this love you love your childe lb ill. 

That you run mad , feeing that fhe is well. 

Shees not well married that lives married long; 
Butfhee’sbeft married that dyes married young. 

Dry up your teares, and fticke your Rofemary 
On this faire coarfe ; and as the cuftome is, 

And in her beft array,beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids us all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftivall, 

Turnefrom their office toblackefunerall : 

Our inftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad funerall feaft, 

Ourfolemne hymnes to fallen dyrges change. 

Our bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe. 

And allthings change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with him. 

And goe fir 'par** . rj 

To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave. 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for feme ill. 

Move them no more by croflmg their high will. 

Exeunt. Manent Mufici. 

//«/».Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone.’ . O 
Nur. Honeft good fellowes,ah put up,put up. 

For well you know this is a pitifull cafe. .-i ■ 

P id. 1 by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes . 
Enter Peter. 

?f.Mufitians,oh Mufidans, hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 

K 








The mfl lamentable Tragedy 
O; and you will have me live? play hearts eafe. 

Fid. W hy hearts eafe ? 

T>et. O Mufitians , becaufe my heart it felfe playes,my heiw 
is foil of woe. 

0 play mefome merry dump to comfort me. 

Mm.Noz a dump we, ’tis no time to play now. 
pet. You will not then ? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then give it yonfoundly. 

Min. What will you give us ? 

Tet. No mony on my faith, but theglefeke. 

1 will give you the Minftrell. 

Mix. Then will I give you the ferving creature,’ 

Pet. Then will I lay the ferving creatures dagger on yOUr patfc 
I will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you : 

Doe you note me . ? 

Min. And you Re us and Fa us, you note us. 

i.M. Pray you put up your dagger , and put out your wit. 

Pet . Then have at you with my wit. 

I will dry beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger • 
Anfwer me like men. 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then mufickewith 
her filver found- 

W hy filver found ? why muficke with her filver (bund ? what (ay 
you Simon Catling ? v; = ; . . y , 

Min.Mmy fir v Kccauiefiiiver hatn a £>und. 

Pet. Pratee, what (ay you Hugh Rebicke 

i.M. I fay filver found, becaufe Mufitians found for filver. 

Pratee too: what fay you James foundpoft? 

3 .M. Faith I know not-what to lay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, yon are the Singer, 

3 will fay for you rit is muficke with her filver found, 

Becaufe Mufitians have no gold for founding: " ' 

Then Muficke with herfilver found with (peedy hdpe doth lend 
redrefle. 
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■jl j;,,. What a peftilent Knave is this ? 

y^. 3. Hang him Jacke, come wee’ll in here, tarrie for the 

Mourners, and flay dinner. 

^ E&tr.riU 

Enter Romeo, 

•gw, if I may truft.the flattering truth of fleepe, 

>4 y dreames prefage feme joy full newesat hand, 

My bofomes Lord fits lightly on his throne, 

And all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

Fifes me above the ground with cheerfoll thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d foch life with kifles in my lips. 

That I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe pofleft. 

When but loves (hadowes are fo rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona ? how now Balthazer ? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if Fhe be well. 

Man. Then (he is well, and nothing can be ill. 

Her body fleeps in Cay els monument. 

And her immortall partwith Angels lives. 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to te 11 it you : 

0 pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you flarres.' 

Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , I will hence tonight. 

Man. Idoebefeech you fir have patience, 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Some mifadventure. 

Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiv’d ; 
leave me, and doe the thing Ibid thee doe. 

K a Haft 






The wofi lamentable Tragedy 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit . 

'Rom. No matter, get thee gone, 

And hire thofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraight. 
Well ?nliet , I will lye with thee to night. 

Let’s tee for meanes. O mifchiefe thou artfwift 
To enter in the thoughts of delperate men : 

I doe remember an Apothecary, 

And hereabouts he dwels , which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with over-whelming browes 
Culling of fimples ; meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe mifery had worne him to the bones, 

And in his needy (hop a Tortoife hung, 

An Allegater ftufc , and other skinnes 
Ofill fhap’t fifties, and about his (helves 
Abeggerly accompt of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders , and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred ,and old Cakes of Roles 
Were thinly fcattered, to make up a (hew* 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I laid. 

And if a man did need a poylbn now. 

Whole fale is prefent death in Mantua , 

Here lives a Caitifte wretch would fell it him',’ 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needy man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fliould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day the beggers ftiop is fhut : 

What ho ? Apothecary. 

-Apo. Who calls fo loud ? 

Ro. Come hither man s I fee that thou art poorc. 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
A dram ofpoyfbn, liich foone Ipreading geare 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie taker may fall dead. 

And that the truncke may be difcharg’d of breath, 
A 5 violently as hafty powder fier’d 
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cinrh hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Vj m . Such mortall drugs I have , but Mantua s law 
t jifh’to any he that utters them. 

S % 0 m . Art thou fo bare and full of wretchcdneffe, 
Andfear’ff to dye ? famine is in thy cheekes. 

Need and oppreftion ftarveth in thine eyes, 
Contemptand beggery hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore , but breake it and take this, 
jp 9 , My poverty but not my will confents . 

Rom. I pay thy poverty , and not thy will. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 

And drinkeitoff; and if you had the ftrength 
Oftwenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

7?,?, There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens foules. 
Doing more murders in this loathfome world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fells 
Ifell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, aud get thy felfe in flefli. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
T o Juliets grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 

ExeHflt* 

Enter Trier John to Trier Laurence* 
J^.Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

X4#.This fame fhould be the voice of Frier 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes Romeo ? 

Or if his mindebe writ, give me his Letter. 

Joh. Going to finde a barefoot brother out. 

One of our Order,toaffociateme, 

Here in the City vifitingthefickc. 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the towne, 
Sufpe£fing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigne. 

Seal’d up the doore s, and would not let us forth. 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid . 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

Lau- W ho bare my -letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I could not fend it, hereit is againe. 

Nor get a Mefienger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull vyere they ofinfedfion. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge. 

Of deare import ; and the neglecting it 
May doe much danger. Frier John goe hence. 

Get me an iron Crow > and bring it ftraight 
Unto my Cell, 

Exit ♦ 

John. Brother lie. goe and bring it thee. 

Lau. Now muft I to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefethree houres will faire Juliet wake ; 

She will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfe clos’d in a dead mans tombe. 

TjXtt 0 

Enter Paris and his Page. 

Par.Givt me thy torch boy, hence, & ftand aloofe, 

Y et put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So fhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loofe,unfirme, with digging np of graves. 

But thou (bait heare it : whittle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fbmething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as 1 bid thee, goe . 

Page. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridallbed I ftrew : 

O woe, thy Canopy is duft and ftones, 

Which with fweet water nightly I will new; 

Or wanting that, with teares diftill’d by mones. 

The Obfequies that I for thee will keepe. 

Nightly 
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nj.vhtlv fhall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep; 

0 whiftle Boy. 

The Boy gives warning, lbmethingdoth approach : 

What curled fooc wanders this way to night. 

To erode my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer his man. 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 

Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear ’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 

In deare employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

But ifthou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what I farther (hall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs t 
The time and my intents are favage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring fea. 

Bat. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Bom. So (halt thou (hew me friend(hip : take thon that. 

Live and be prolperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame lie hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

1 Bojn. Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death* 

Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open, 

Andindefpite lie cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that baoilbt haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves coufin ; with which grief© 
k is iuppofed the faire creature died ; 

’ And 






The mofl lamentable Tragedy 

And here is come to doe Tome villainous (hame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed toyle vile Mount ague ; 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further than death ? 
Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee, 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Tom- 1 muft indeed, and therefore came I hither f 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 

F ly hence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth, 

Put not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : O be gone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my lelfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee runaway. 

Par . I doe defie thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? thenhave at thee Boy. 
Page. O Lord they fight , I will goe call the watch. 
Par. O I am flaine : ifthoube mercifull 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 
Mercutio's kinfman , noble County Paris ! 

What laid my man when my betofled foule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould have married Juliets 
Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fb ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliets 
To thinke it was fb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fbwre misfortunes booke, 
lie bury thee in a triumphant grave : 

A grave ! O no, aLanthorne flaughtred youth ; 

For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr’d. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 
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ef Romeo and Juliet* 

Havethey besnemerry , which tlieirKccpbrs call - 
* lightning bef^jedeath Oh how mayfly n*v 
Call this a lightning ? O my Loyey my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thouart^coqqtier ’d, beauties enfigne yet 
jjcrimlon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths pale flag is not advanced there. 

| flWfclyeft thou there in thy bloody fheet ? 

I o what more favour can I doe to thee, 

I Thanwiththat hand that cut thy youtbintwaine 
j To funder his that was thine engfly? .•; *? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah detxc Juliet y 
Why art thou yet fb faire ? I will beleeve, 
j shall I beleeve that unfubftantiaUdeath is amorous? 
And that the lean abhorred mQRrftfir.keepes 
Thee here in darko tobe his Pa©unour i 
For feare of that I Hill will flay with thee, ; 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : here, here will 1 remaine. 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
Will I fetup my everlafting reft, 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
, From this world-wearied fleflv: eyes look your laft, 
Armes take your laft embrace ; arid lips, O you 
The doores of breath, ieale yyith a righteous kifle 
A dateleffe bargaine to ingroflingt'feath : 

Come bitter condu$ ,.come unfavourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at oncerunon 
The dafhing rockes thy lea-ficke weary barke : 

; Here’s to my Love: O true Apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle Ldye. • " • 

ovw - %' crbi tvy . 

Enter Efieryoith Lanthorne, crow, and [fade. 

" ‘ .5 . ' r • ’• 

ti- Saint Francis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
avemy old feet ftumblecf at graves ! W ho’s there? 

L , 
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The mft lamentable Tragedy 

'’Balt. Here’s one’, a friend, and one that knovves you Wcij. -vr !^ 
FW.Blifl'e be upon you : Tell me good my friend - 1 4 

What torch is yond that Mainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle skulls : as I difeerne, 

Itb urnethin the monument. 

Balt, it dothfo holy sir, and there’s my Matter, one that wa 

love. 

Fri. Who is it f . - 
Balt. 'Borneo. < joe-rfi 

Fri. How long hath he bin there ? o 

Balt. Full halfe an houre. 

Fri. Goe with me to the vaulc. hniilox 

'Balt. I dare not fir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence, 

And fearefully did menace me mth deatfr/ 1 1 : ’ •• 

If I did flay to looke on his intents. : ‘ c31 - 

Fri. Stay then, He goe afone^feate comes upon me, 

0 much I feare feme ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did deep under this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my Matter and another fought. 

And that my Matter flew him. 

Fri. Borneo. 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ftaines 
The ftony entrance of this fepulcher ? 

Whatmeane thefe mafterleffe and goarie fwords. 

To lye dilcolour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Parti too ? 
tAnd fleept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance'? 'h*?- 
The Lady ftirres. 

Jw/.O comfortable Frier , where is my Lord?’ 'j’ r 

I doe remember well where I fhould be, ,r, I ; ’ ‘ ‘ ; l: 

And there I am : where is my 'Romeo ? 

Fri. I heare feme noife Lady, come from that nett 
Ofdeath,contagion,and unnatural! fleepe : 

A greater power than we can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away, 

. Tny 
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ef Romeo and Juliets 

Thv husband in thy bofome there lyes dead, 

A nd 100 : c0me ^l e . difpofb of thee 

Among a fitter-; hood of holy Nunnes. 

« t ay not to qneflion , for the watch is commingi 
Come, g °c good Juliet , I dare no longer ftay. 

Exit. 

Jul.Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 
poyfon I fee bath been his timelefle end : 

0 chtirle ! drinke all, and leave no frielroly drop 
Tohelpemeafter : I will kifle thy lips, 

Haply feme poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a rettorative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch . 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

jW.Yea noife ? then He be briefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy ftieath, there ruft, and let me dye. 
ity.Thisisthe place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
Goe feme of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight ! here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead. 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the-Prince, runne to the Capulets , 

Raife up ,the Mount agues :fbme others fearch ; 

Wefeerhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye, 

But the true ground pf al,l thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defery . 

. C ^ r _ f V ' r.. • ' ■ 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s 'Romeo's man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefe Watch. Hold him in- lafety till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier and another Watchman . 

Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles > fighes,andweepes, 
• ! La We 
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The mofl lament Able Tragedy 
We tooke this Mattocke and this fpade from him* 
Ashewascommingfrom this Churchyard fide. 

Chief e w.A great fufpicion, flay the Frier too. 

Enter Prince. 

Erin. What mifadventure is lb early up. 

That calls our perfon from our mornings reft? 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

(fa. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O the people in the flreet cry 'Romeo, 

Some Jtthet, and feme Paris, and al 1 runnc 
With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Prin. W hat teare is this which ftartles in your eares? 

Watch. Soveraigne,here lyes the County Parts flaine, 

And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand new kill’d. 

Prin. Search, feeke, and know how this foule murder comes., 

watch. Here is a Frier, and flaughtred Romeo's man. 

With inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens tombes. 

Cap. O heaven ! O wife ! looke how our daughter bleeds! 
This dagger hath mifta’ne, for lo his houfe 
Is empty on the backe of Mount ague. 

And ismifheathed in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me , this fight of death is as a Bell, 

That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. f . 

£»ferMountague. 

Prin. Come Mount ague ■, for thou art early up. 

To fee thy fonne and heire now early downe. 

Moun. Alas my Liege, my wife is dead to night; 

Gtfiefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath ; 

What further woe confpires againft my age l 

Prin. Looke and thou fhalt fee. 

Mou.O thou untaught ! what manners is in this. 

To preflfe before thy father to a grave? 

Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage for a while. 

Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities. 

And know their (pring, their head,their true defcent,’ 
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#/ Romeo and Juliet. 

and then will I be Generali of your woes. 

And lead you even to death : meane time forbeare* 

And letmifchance be Have to patience. 

Bring forth the parties pf fufpicion. 

pri. I am the greateft , able to doe leaft. 

Yet moft fufpe&ed , as the time and place 
Poe make againft me, of this direfull murder ; 

And here I (land ,both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned , and my felf e excus’d- 
Pri. Then fay at ofice what thou doft know in this. 
Pri. I will be briefc, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead was husband to that Juliet , 

And fhe there dead that Romeo’s faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 
For whom, and not for Tibalufuliet pin’d.' 

You, to remove that fiege of griefe from her. 
Betroth’d, and would .have married her perforce. 

To County Tar is. Then comes (he to me. 

And with wild lookesbid me devifefomc meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felfe. 

Then gave.I her (fo tuter’d by my Art) 

A fleeping potion, which fo tooke eftedl 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The forme of death : meanetime Iwrit toRomeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, w. 
Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John, 

W as flayed by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my letter backe : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 
Came l to take her from her kindreds vault. 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 




The mofi lament Able Tragedy 
Till I conveniently coakjfend t<VR$»eo. ' ' ■ ' 

But when I came tome minute ere the time 
Of bet awaking, here uncirnefy'te^' v.v : ■ onmriflirr 
The noble CP arts y and true Ttyneo dead* • ~ 

She wakes, and I entKeatdi?tetVt©tiie'f©rth, £ * "-rh k-;. I . ; t i 
Andbearethis workeof heaven With parfcnctf 'l-sq'ml j ornSV 
But then a noife did fcare me from thetombe. 

And (be too defperate would not goe with me, i : i i : ;. 
But as it feemes did violence onherfeffe. mv4-rmo 

All this I knowjand to the marriage the NUffe'i3^yiv&?' •v r 
And ifoughtinthis mifcarried by rfly felfftV- 1 ' ?r - ' » ..«T 
Let my old life be (aerified fome hour before the time, 

Unto the rigour of fevetefthw’." hvr.r- ■< '■-'■■■ ' 

Pri. We dill have knowne thee for aholy man. 

Where’s 'Romeo’s man? wharcanhe (ay |6 this?* 1 ' ' it-' 
Bal. I brought my Matter newes of Juliet's death, 

And then in.poft he camefrom Mantua 

To this (ame place, to this farnembntiBfcnt^'' ' 

This letter he earely. bid me give his Father, • : .u->Y 

And threatned me with death going ill-the vaults- ■ n - f b • : ' 

Ifl departed not and left himthere. no: f 4u? yjnno'jm 
Pr,. Give me the letter, Twill lodke On it. • ! 

W here is the Counties Page that rais’d the W'dfch ? 

Sirrah, what made your Mailer in this plate’? r 'i ' ' \ ri - 

Boy. Hecame with flowers to(lrewhiSTadies'gt4^e> /r: n ' ;r b 
And bid me (land aloofe^ andioldid: ■ • "mo- -un: : r 'A 
Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe,- ^ ; h : ' n- n< l 'A 
And by and by myMafter drdvpon him, :n 5 orr ’ lf ; 

And then I ran away to call the wateh'.' b 

Pri. This letter doth fnake goUchthe Friers wdriis* 0 - 
Their courfe of love, the tidings of Her death'; brft orr b • :i..~ :jj 
And here he writes that he did buy a poylon ‘ ' \l 

Ota poore Pothecary, and therewithal! ~ * : " 

Came to this vault, to dye and lye with ‘b - ' 

Where be thefe enemies ? Capu/et, Mountagke^ 7 rv - J 1 ! 
See what a fcourge is laid upon yourbate, • • 2 ’ ■ 1 •; ' 

That heaven findes meanes to kill yourjoyes with love? 



of Romeo and Juliet 

And 1 for winking at your difeords too 
Have loft a brafe of Kinfmen : all are puniftit. 

Cap- O brother Mount ague, give me thy hand ; 

This is my daughters jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mom- But I can give thee more : 
for I will raiie her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne, 

There (ball no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Jultet. 

Cap. As rich (ball Romeo’s by his Ladies lye : 

Pocre facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings ; 
The fun for forrow will not drew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some (hall be pardoned,and(bme puniflied. 

For never was a Storie of more woe, ' 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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